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| Aug. You Iwish secu el! what the devil are 
you ’bout. 
, Teddy. I beg your pardon, ma’am, |to ARA- 
BELLA,] but my parquisites occupied the edica- 
tional part of my sight and par pindicular. 

Mrs. P. {culling.] Here, Perseverance! Teddy! 


Enter PERSEVERANCE, PLENTIFUL, dc. 


See to the gentleman’s and lady’s baggage. [PER- 
SEVERANCE takes lady’s hat-box, and erit R. 
Plen. Ah! travelers by the coach, I perceive. 


WD Farce, in One Act. 
BY S. BARRY. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 


| EXIts aND ENTRANCES.—R. means Right; L. Left; 
D. Left "Doors 8. E. Second Entrance; U. ipper Entrance; M. D. M 

Door, RELATIVE Positions.—R. means Right: . Len; 

Richt Centre; L. C. Left Centre, &c. The reader is supposed to be on th 

Stage, facing the audience. 


ble, chair, éc., L. Enter Mrs. PLENTIFUL, R.1] E 


no one to sce to the travelers ! 
Teddy. (without.] Here Iam, ma’am. 


are there, when you should be here! 
Teddy! I say! 
Teddy. [without.| Coming, ma’am! 


coach is at the door! 


Enter TEDDY, L. 1 E. 
Teddy. Here Tam, 


look after the passengers ? 
Teddy. Yes, ma’am. 


ers are getting out. 
Teldy. Yes, ma‘am. 

| Mrs. P. Go along, then! 

Pushes him towards door, 2 ¥. w. 


against the HoN. AUGUSTUS. 


R. D. Right erie ine 


SCENE I.—A Room in Mr. PLENTIFUL’S Hotel. Ta- 


Mrs. P. Why, you lazy Irish bog-trotter! You. 
Teddy! 


ma’am. Y—a—w=: [ Yawning. 
Mrs. P. You lazy tellow! Why don’t you go and. 


You are welcome. 

Aug. I say, landlord, your woads are uncom- 
mon dusty. 

Mrs. P. Perhaps the lady would choose some 
refreshment before she retires? 

Aug. Arabella, love, what say you, dear? 

Ara. No, thank’ee, Gussy dear. 

Mrs. P. If the lady will step with me, I will 
show her an apartment. 

Ara. Yes, thank’ee, I’m very much fatigued. 

Aug. In the meantime I should like to say a 


i word to the landlord. 


Original, Brougham’s 
Bowery, 1845. Bowery, 157. 
John Sinith or Schmidt.....Mr. 8. W. Glenn. Mr. 8. Barry. 
Captain Blowhard.. . ** Byrne. ‘*  D. Whiting. 
' Hon, Augiatus Clearatarch. * oS) Barry. “* G. E. Aiken. 
Charlea Soberly.. .. * Q. Collins, “  F. Hodges. - 
Mr. Plentifitl...ccccccacveee ‘Reed. 
OA ivan to oe ona avon ase * Lamb, * OW. Denham. | 
| Mixes Arabella Blowhard....Miss C. Hiffert. Miss F. Denhum. 
Mra. Plentifulsccccccccccess Mrs. Dunn. Mrs. Axtell. 
| Perseverance.ccececseceseces Miss Wells. Miss Clifton. 
( 


Ara. Gussy dear, don’t stay from me long. 
Aug. No, dear. Landlady, bring me a bottle 


C. Centre: R. c of your best wine. [£rit Mrs. PLENTIFUL with 


* ARABELLA, who kisses her hand to the Hon. Av- 


| 


Mrs. P. Bless me! here comes the coach, sai 
Teddy ! Teddy ! 


| 


| bill. 


excellent busband. 


GUSTUS, who returns it.] I shan’t be long, dear. 
By-the-bye, landlord, have you change for a fifty 
dollar bill? It is the smallest I have ’bout me at 
‘present. 

Plen. No, sir, I have not; but I will endeavor 

to procure it for you. 

Aug. Thank you; you will oblige me vastly. 
Exit PLENTIFUL, R.1 E.} Well, pon my soul, I 
ope he will get the change for my bad fifty dollar 

I have gone to a great deal of trouble to 
make love to a boarding-school miss. However, 


Mrs. P. Well, why don’t you make haste? The her old dad, Captain Blowhard, has a cool fifty 


thousand ; and when I marry Miss Arabella, the 


! old ‘un’s tin will repay me for all my trouble. 
Enter Mrs. PLENTIFUL with wine—sets it on 


table, L. H. 


Mrs. P. Your wine, sir. 
Aug. Thank you. By-the-bve, landlady, B wish 


Mrs. P. Are you going? Look, sir; the travel- vou would order me an extra coach, as I have 
Quick, see to their baggage! business in New York, and wish to reach there 
to-morrow morning. 

Mrs. P. The regular stage leaves to-morrow | 
morning at nine o’clock. For an extra one I shall 
At the same time, enter HON. AUGUSTUS CLEAR- have to speak to my husband. 

STARCH, with Miss ARABELLA. TEDDY runs 


Aug. Never mind; 


Tennis nad GE. SS abe abbbinted aA ebb aa naan naan’ 


you need not trouble your | 
T am very well satisfied with | 


Fe ee ee ee o 
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28 THE PERSECUTED DUTCHMAN. (Scene 1. 


| this comfortable hotel, and the lady-like deport-. Ara. Why, Gussy dear, won’t we get married 

ment of the charming hostess. after all? 

| Mrs. P. Oh, sir! you flatter. | Aug. No, I think not. I thought some person 

' | Aug. Where there is truth there is no flattery. | would share your papa’s money, other than cousin 

By-the-bye, landlady, your excellent husband Soberly. 

could not procure the change for my fifty dollar; Ara. Gussy dear, won’t you marry me? 

bill. I should be eternally obliged to you if you; Aug. ’Twould be doing great injustice to your 

would let me have, say ten or fifteen dollars, till I| papa and yourself. You see, my dear, I would if : 

reach New York, and my fifty dollar bill you can!I could; but I can’t. 

retain as security. Ara. But you shall, though! [Crying.] Oh! 
Mrs. P. I should be most happy to oblige you, ,oh! oh! 

but [ have not the money about me. Perhapsmy Aug. Don’t cry, my dear; it’s highly improper. 


igese erence 
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husband— ' Ara. Why, you ugly, horrid, villainous, cat- | 

Aug. Oh, never mind; l’linot troublehim. You faced monkey! [Drives him intocorner, L. 
can order the extra stage, and say nothing about, Aug. Now, my dear, take my advice and go 
it. back to school. 


Mrs. P. I beg your pardon, sir; but an oxi Ara. Yl tear your eyes out! 
stage is ten dollars more. Capt. [without.] Never mind, Pll find him. 
Aug. [aside.] Oh, the devil! a pretty business Aug. Hallo, the Captain’s voice! You had bet- 
Ive made of it! This comes of running away with ter take my advice, and go to your papa. 
a boarding-school miss. However, the fifty thou-' Ara. But [ won't, though. I-won’t marry cousin 
sand will pay me forall. I have one good ten Soberly, I’m determined. Boo! [Frit R.1£. 
dollar note, and I must have a coach; so here | 
| goes. [Aloud.] Landlady, here is the ten dollars. 
| 
| 


Hon. AUGUSTUS goes up to table, seats himself 
Gives money. Aside.] There goes the last ten! and drinks. Enter CAPTAIN BLOWHARD, L. 2 E. 
ollars I have in the world! 

Mrs. P. Oh, thank you, sir! | Capt. Ah! the scoundrel! the landshark! to 
| Aug. Nota word, madame. And at the same rob me of my dear little Arabella! Only let me 
| time, allow me to observe, I shall never patronize come across him, and, damn me, [ll— [Sees 

80 Mean and contemptible a place again. Hon. AUGUSTUS at table.}] Hallo! who have we 
| Mrs. P. What! not patronize so comfortable a heref Perhaps this is the rascal. I say, sir: 
| hotel! Besides, the lady-like deportment of the, Avg. Cae Now for a little impudence. 


. charming hostess! Ha! ha! ha! Capt. I say, sir! 
! [Exit Mrs. PLENTIFUL, R. ‘| Aug. Ah! my dear sir, cid you remark? | 
Aug. Confound the impudence of that woman! Capt. Yes, sir. I am here in search of the scoun- 


| She takes the last ten dollars I have inthe world, drel who ran away with my daughter! 

_ and defends herself with my false flattery. Never Aug. Your daughter! Why, you haven’t a 

_ mind; I dare say Miss Arabella has some money daughter, have you? I congratulate you! 

‘ about her. I forgot to question her as regards the ! [Takes CAPTAIN’S hand. 
extent of funds in her exchequer. Ah! here she’ Capt. [snatching it away.) No, sir! yes, sir! 
comes. I shall soon know all. damn me, sir! And, if I am not mistaken, you 

are the rascally seducer! 

Enter ARABELLA, R. I E. | Aug. My dear and respected old gentleman, you 

Ara. Why, Gussy dear, what has kept you so do not suppose for a moment that I am the person 

long? Why, what’s the matter? Are you not well? who robbed you of your child. No, sir. Now, I 

Never mind, Gussy dear; we will be much hap- | remember, a person came to this house with vour 

pier when we are married. Won’t we, Gussy dear? ' daughter, and, hearing you were in pursuit of him, 

Aug. Yes, dear, when we reach New York. ;he left immediately; and, leaving your daughter 

Arabella dear, that landlord and landlady are; without a protector, I volunteered to accompany 

very low people. They wouldn’t change my fifty her to her home, and see her safely in her respect- 

dollar bill, but took all the change I had. I only ed father’s arms. 

wanted a little to give the servants. Arabella, Capt. You did, did you? Why, vou damned, 

dear, have you any change about you? ‘good-natured, noble-hearted, gentlemanly, whole- 

Ara. Why, Gussy dear, papa never permits me souled fellow, give me your hand. Ha! ha! ha! 

— to have money; and says, unless I marry cousin that I should suppose for a moment that you-— 

- Soberly, not a shilling of his money shall Ihave. | Aug. [aside.] Should be the very man! [Aloud.] 

Aug. faside.}) Ob! the devil! I find I have Ridiculous—ha! ha! 

' done very wrong in enticing this young lady from, Capt. Well, you remember the old saying, 
school. Oh, yes; she should go back, by all: ‘‘ Mistakes in the best-regulated families.” I ask 
means. your pardon, sir. My name is Blowhard, and any 

_ Ara. Why, Gussy dear, are you not well? You service I can render you, you have only to name it. 
have plenty of money, you know, and it’s somuch| Aug. Now I think of it, it may be in your power 

: better marrying for love. to oblige me. The fact is, when I arrived here, I 

+ 

: 
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Aug. [aside.] Is it, though ? expected to find a remittance. Unfortunately, as 
Ara. Come, Gussy dear, let us marry for love. | yet, it has not come to hand. If you will let me | 
, Taking his arm. ‘have the small sum of fifty dollars till I arrive in 
Aug. [withdrawing.] Miss Blowhard, I find I New York, I shall be eternally grateful. 

have done you and your excellent papa much, Capt. Fifty dollars! With pleasure. Yes, sir, a 

wrong in taking you from school, and the best hundred if you want it. 

thing you can do is to return—it is, indeed, ’pon Aug. [aside.] My luck! I should have made it 

| my honor. a hundred. 
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Scene 1.] THE PERSECUTED DUTCHMAN. 29 


Capt. By-the-bye, Mr. — ah! I beg your par- | von ter firm of Schmidt, Vondunder, Kelt un Co., 
don—what is your name? . boot un shoes tread, finters un nunder tinks. - 

Aug. Sir, did you speak ? Oh! my err ge ede | Leddy. Vm here, sir, waiting yer orders. What 
What the devil is my name? [Aloud.] Brown— ’ll ye have, Mr. John Smith? 

Theophilus Brown. _ Schmidt. 1 vant some larger pier un spretsel— 
Capt. Well, then, Mr. Brown, I have not a fifty, von leetle glass dat ish not as much as tri cent. 
but here’s a hundred ; I hope it will do as well. | Teddy. A little glass, Mr. Smith? You have 

Aug. Thank you. -Mouth enough to swallow a hoyshead. 

Capt. Not a word. And now, Mr. Brown, I: [Exit TEDDY, R. 
should like to have you tea with me this evening.: Schmidt. Dat ish funny fellow. He drips up 

Aug. With pleasure. What time? ‘mine heels, un den he pegs mine bardon; un ven 

Capt. Seven o’clock. Ha! ha! ha! I can’t help: I ask him for tri cent glass larger bier, he say mine 
thinking of the scoundrel. As soon as he heard: mouth is pig as hogshead mouth. Ven I vash lee- 
of me he left, did he ? and you rescued her! Ha!/|tle poy, as no pigger ash dat, ter gals say tat mine 
ha! ha! mouth ish burty, un mine frow say tat mine mouth 

Aug. Capital joke—ha! ha! [Poking him. _ ish burty, un by dinks I dink so, too. 

Capt. Sh—h! ha! ha! ha! [Sertously.] If I} 


. could lay my hand on the scoundrel, [places his Enter MRS. PLENTIFUL, with beer. 


hand on Hon. AuGustvs,] Pd blow his brains| Mrs. P. Your beer, sir. 
out. Schmidt. Vot vilst too haben vor tat? 
Aug. You'd blow his brains out would yout Ha!| Mrs. P. Three cents, sir. 
ha! ha! Well, Captain, I hope you'll excuseme;: Schmidt. Yaw! Ter ish five cent—I vill haben 
I have business, and— two cent change. 
Capt. I say, Brown—remember, seven o’clock.! Mrs. P. Very well, sir; I will send the change. 
Aug. {aside.] I will be seventeen miles away.| Schmidt. Landlady, have you got von leetle bit 
[Aloud.] Vl not forget. I say, Captain, capital onion tat ish notinks, tat you will give to me mit- 
joke, wasn’t it? ha! ha! ha! Good-bye. [Aside.] out any charges? 

Damned old fool! [Exit R. 1 E. | Mrs. P. Well, that certainly is meanness. I'll 
Capt. Ah! that’s a glorious chap! Now for my | see, sir, and send the change by Perseverance. 
daughter. Schmidt. Landlady, I have gone to sleepen dill 

ter-morrow Balan Vot you ask for un bed? 
Teddy. If lase, sir, there’ j Mrs. P. Fifty cents, 

oarlor hat would apale wid ye. st ey ae Schmidt. Fifty cent! my Got un hemmel! Why, 
Capt. Vl be there in a moment. I gets un bed in Chatham street, Nie Yoricke, for 
Teddy. Allright. Ill tell the lady, after a while. | 8Welve un a half cent. 

[Exit 1. Mrs. P. You will remember, sir, you are not in 

Capt. That’s her. And for that scoundrel, ’'d, New York; and if you obtain a bed here, fifty cents 

give as much as I gave my friend Brown to lay | Will be the charge. : 

eyes upon him. And Arabella—if she refuses to| Schmidt. Landlady, I don’t mean ter bed; I 

marry her cousin Soberly, P’ll cut her off without Only vant sometinks to lay down mit, un shut mine 


Enter TEDDY, R. 


——— oe 


a dollar. ; [Exit r. | eyes open—sometinks dat cost not ash moch ash 
Schmidt. [without L. H.] Gone away! What, fifty cent. 
you do? Mrs. P. There is a room next-to my own, which 

Teddy. [without L. H.) Well, sir, I want my is not occupied, you can have for fifty cents. Vl 


parquisites. ‘send your change immediately. 


Schmidt. Landlady—two cent change. 
Enter ScuMivt, followed by“TEDDY. Mrs. P. I remember—two cents. That is the 


Schmidt. Gone te duyvel mit yourself. meanest man I ever saw. [Exit R. 
Teddy. What might your name be, sir? Schmidt. Fifty cent for von ped! Tat ish enough 
Schmidt. 1 am John Schmidt. to.set up von saving bank, un many saving bank 
Teddy. I thought John Smith was dead. hash got not ash moch as dat. 


Schmidt. Enter PERSEVERANCE, with onion. 


Teddy. Well, Mr. Smith, I want my parquisites. Per. Here is your onion. 
{ Goes to take carpet-bag. | 
Schmidt. You can’t steal mine garpet-bags. boy tat ish un gal; she ish ’pout your age, if she ish 
Teddy. Ye’s lying—under a mistake. older ash you. 
Schmidt. You tell me I’m lie, I vill blow yournose Per. Why, sir, I am not a little girl—I am nine- 
off. [Squares himself—puts down carpet-bag— teen. 
TEDDY takes tt up. SCHMIDT scuffles with him.| Schmidt. Never mind; you are nice, good gal, 
TEDDY trips him—he falls on stage with carpet-|un wen I goes away, I will make you un present. 
bag in his arms.) Oh, mine bump! Ifminevrow! Per. Make me a present, sir ?!—what? 
have seen you drip up mine heels von top tis floor,: Schmidt. Yaw—of a kiss. 
un bang mine bump, she would give you te devil., Per. Thank you, sir; we ask double for that. 

I will have te constobber to take you mit te bost-| Schmidt. Well, I won’t take some. [Goes up. 
office. [TEDDY helps him up. | Per. He’s a brute, and has no taste for luxuries. 
Teddy. I hope you're not hurt, sir. You’re mis- [Exit R. 1 E. 
taken; I’m the servant. [Brushes him of.) I beg; Schmidt. i table.) Tat was a burty leetle gal, 
your pardon, sir. ‘un if she hadn’t charges so moch, I would make 

Schmidt. You begs mine bardon. Vell, I don’t her von present mit a kiss before I go. Tis onion 


Schmidt. No humbug! Iam te original John 


care. Derish mine hand. I am John Schmidt ish ash strong dat if you but him on top tis table 


Schmidt. Tat ish nice leetle gal. Ihavegotun . 
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for five minute, he jumps all round so moch ash 
like ter spirit-knockers. (Drinking beer.] Damn 


dat: Dis ish nix larger—dis good for nix. Never, 


mind, I drink him—I have paid tri cent for him, 
and I will drink him for revenge. [Brings chair 
down, sits C.—business with sien Now I will 
see what John Schmidt, von ter firm of Schmidt, 
Vondunder, Kelt un Co., have done mit his collec- 

tor tour. ‘Tis ish mine accounter book. { Takes 
out book.] [have but down ter customers who have 
bought shoe thread un pnunder tinks von ter firm’ 
of Schmidt, Vondunder, Kelt un Co. Terish John 
Schmidt—he can't pay his bill because he have got . 
no money. Dat ish ter lie. Johannes Von Skel- | 


ter—he can’t pay his bill because his frow ish tead. | 


I guess I get him when he get anunder von. 
Christopher Koons—he can’t pay his bill because 
his frow ish not tead. I get paid dat when she 
kick von large bucket. Peter Funk—he can’t pay 


his bill dill he get a new stock. By tam, dat will 


never be. Peter Funk is a tam rascal. Honnes' 


Von Hop-un-nof-fes-hung-gel - es - sen - hel - stum- . 


kim-mell-pons can’t pay his bill because he have 
gone to California. Dat ish good fornix. Tosave 

_ five tollar a week, what I have pay mine clerk un 
I discharge, I have come on tish collector tour, un 
by dinks, mine expense have been much more ash 
T have collect. Never mind; I will have un good. 
night’s sleepen, un den I will goto Nie Yoricke. I 
will never collect mit minese again. After I fine 
dat John Schmidt have no money, (dat ish not 
me,) un Von Skelter’s frow ish tead, un Christo- 
pher Koons’ frow ish not tead, un Peter Funk has 
got no new stock, un Honnes Von Hop-un-nof-fes- 

hung-gel-hel- stum-kim-mel- -pons has gone to Cal- : 
ifornia—no, by dinks, I will never been a collector. 


Now, good-night, un I will gone to sleepen. [Fvit. | 


SCENE II.—A Room in Mrs. PLENTIFUL’s Hotel. 
Enter SOBERLY and ARABELLA, R. ] E. 


’ feet. 
' Enter TEDDY, singing ‘St. Patrick was a Gen- | 


Sob. Did you loan your money to a perfect | 
stranger? 

Capt. Yes, sir! Well, sir! what is it to you, 
sir?’ Damnme! Here, ‘landlady ! 


Enter Mrs. PLENTIFUL, R. 


Landlady, who is that rascally scoundrel with the | 
mustaches and fur coat ? 

Mrs. P. I do not know, more than that he came 
here with this young lady, and has taken a room 
for the night. He endeavored to borrow end 
dollars from me, but I wasn’t fool enough to lend it. 

Capt. But I was, though. Have you a good | 
stout horse-whip ? 

Mrs. P. Yes, sir. [Goes to wing and gets whip, | 
gives at to CAPTAIN. | There, sir. 

Capt. This shall draw from him the satisfaction 
I require. For you, Soberly, load your pistols to 
the muzzle—call him out—shoot the rascal! 

Sob. Vl blow his brains out, Captain. 

Ara. That’s right, cousin Soberly, shoot him 
right through the gizzard. 

Capt. Landlady, show me the room. J’ll draw 
from him a confession, and you, Soberly, blow him 
to the devil! [Ereunt R. 


SCENE III.—A Chamber in 4th Grooves. Door R. 
2 E.—bed c.—/fireplace R. 3 E.—window L. U. | 
E. Table, lighted candle, L. of bed—chair—slip- 
pers under bed—boot-jack under table—large 
hogshead above fireplace—tormentor doors closed. 


Enter SCHMIDT, L., with carpet-bag. 
Schmidt. Aha! Dere, by dinks, dis ish von 
goot room, un der ish some bed, vot nobody have 
gone to sleepen mit. Now, dis ish arta ere 
ash any bed dat I have layed down on top of my- 
‘sei’. Now I will dake off mine boots von top mine 
[ Takes off boots, whistling. 


Sob. At least, Miss Blowhard, you should be| tleman”—takes SCHMIDT'S boots, and is going off. 


. happy in being rescued from a villain. 

Ara. To be sure, cousin Soberly, 
grateful; but he was handsome. 

Sob. Now, my dear Arabella— 

Ara. And such a pair of mustaches— 

Sob. Be quiet, now do. 

Ara. And those darling whiskers— 

Sob. No more, Arabella. He was a villain. 
He thought only of your money. I love you for 
yourself alone. Name the happy day that will 
make you mine forever. 

Ara. Cousin Soberly, how would I look as Mrs. 
Soberly, and the mother of a lot of little Soberly’s ? , 
Enter CAPTAIN BLOWHARD, L. 

Capt. Soberly, everything is prepared; and be- 
fore long these quarters will be too hot to hold 
the scoundrel. I will let him know that I am not 
to be insulted with impunity. First, I tea with 
your protector, Mr. Brown. 

Ara. Papa, to whom do vou allude ? 

Capt. Mr. Brown, the gentleman with the mus-. 
taches, and (describes coat] who rescued you from 
that villain. 

Ara. La, papa! that’s not Mr. Brown. That 
is the Hon. Augustus Clearstarch, and those dear 
mustaches that charmed me so! 

Capt. The scoundrel! Why, I have asked him 
to tea, and loaned him a hunired dollars, beside. 


I am very, 


Hallo, you Irishman! vot you do mit mine boots? | 

Teddy. You want your boots blacked, and I want | 
my parquisites. 

Schmidt. If you don’t put down mine boots down, | 
I will blow out your prains out mit dis poot-jack. 

Teddg. Bedad, I’m not to be robbed of my par- | 
quisites, Mr. Smith; and on the payment of six 
and a quarter cents in the morning, you can have | 
your boots. 

Schmidt. You devil Irishman! You steal mine 
poote un I will put you on top ter Tombs ven I 
come to Nie Yoricke. Come back, you Irishman. 

Teddy. Nix cum arouse! Are you Smith, the | 
‘blacksmith? Nix cum a rouse ina Dutchman’s | 
house. This will do for my parquisites, Mr. John 
Schmidt. [E.cit with boots, L. 1 E. 

Schmidt. Nix cum a rouse in a Dutchman’s | 
house! Devil Irishman! Mr. Schmidt have lost | 
his wig un save his bacon. He have gone. Never 
mine; I can get mine boots when daylight has 
conte. Nixcum arouse! I will like mine frow to 

eatch him, un give him somedinks what she give 
me sometimes. Now [ will prepare vor mine 
sleepen. [Gets cap out of carpet-baq, takes off coat 

and waistcoat, hangs them on chair—puts on cap— 
tukes candle—looks under bed. ] I will be sure ter 
ish no thieves. [Takes pillow off—shakes and er- 
amines it.] I don’t want_some company in bed mit 
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Scene 3.) THE PERSECUTED DUTCHMAN. 3l 


me but mine frow. [Replaces pillow.| Dat ish all | again, sir, and I’ll have my ten dollars, you villain- 
right. [Gets in bed.] Dere, dat ish better pefore ous swindler! [Fait D. 2 E. R. 

ash pehind. Now I will shut up mine eyes wide Schmidt. [sitting up in bed.) Swindler! Who 
open tight, and snore away as I please. tid I ever swindle? He’s mistaken, I am some- 


Enter Mrs. PLENTIFUL, L. H. pocyolse: 


Mrs. P. Well,Ideclare! ifthat Dutchmanhasn’t &”/er CAPTAIN BLOWHARD, D. LE. L., with candle, 
taken this room, and bless me! he’s in bed with his which ts suddenly put out as he enters. 
boots on! Sir! Mister! you good for nothing; Capt. I need no light to punish a scoundrel. 
fellow! get up! '[Comes up and strikes bed with whip—ScHMIDT 

Schmidt. [sits up in bed.] Landlady, you gone jumps up. So, sir, ’ve found you—you rascally 
' away! Dis ish a single bed. Lays down.  seducer! 

Mrs. P. Single or double, you don’t lie in it| Schmidt. Youaremistaken. Iamsomebody else. 
without paying me fifty cents. Andanotherthing,| Capt. I know you are Mr. Brown, and that’s 
you monster, you’re in bed with your boots on. _ sufficient. 

Schmidt. Nein, I have not mine boots on. Schmidt. Y am not Brown, I am te original 

Mrs. P. I say you have, sir. John Schmidt. 

Schmidt. Look dere! [Pulls up clothes—shows| Capt. Brown, or Smith, did you not decoy 
. feet.) Ish ter some poots dere ? Arabella from her father’s arms f 

Mrs. P. Now, sir, pay me for the bed. Schmidt. Nien. 

Schmidt. I will, to-morrow, mine goot vomans.; Capt. Did you not seduce my child? 

Mrs. P. No you don’t, sir. You want to get off} Schmidt. Nien, I never induce nobody. 
without paying. I'll take these [taking coat, dc.]| Capt. Did you not swindle me of a hundred 
. tilllampaid. So, good-night, sir. [Takes candle. | dollars? 

Schmidt. Landlady, 1 want to go to Nie Yoricke| Schmidt. Nien. 
' to-morrows, un I have no clothes. [Feels pocket| Capt. Are you not a liar? 
Jor money.) Stop, I get mine money. Some thief} Schmidt. Nien! I never lie but in my bed. 
_ has steal my pocket-book! Capt. Is not your name Brown? 
Mrs. P. I know you, sir, and it won’t do. So,| Schmidt. I dell you I am de original John 
| good-night. Schmidt. 
Schmidt. Landlady, leave the candle. 


Capt. Yll make you confess you are a seducer, a 


Mrs. P. No, sir. liar, a swindler, a villain, and that your name is 
Schmidt. Landlady ! Brown. 

Mrs. P. Well, sir? Schmidt. Mine Cot in Hemmel! vot a peoples! 
Schmidt. Don’t you forgot dat two cents change.| Capt. Now, sir, [beats him,] are you not a se- 
Mrs. P. Good-night, Mr. Confidence. ducer f 


{Takes candle and exit, L.1 E. Stage dark. Schmidt. Nien. (Capt. beats him.] Yaw! yaw! 
Schmidt. She have confidence to steal mine| Capt. Are you nota swindler? [Beats him. 
clothes. Mrs.Schmidt, Mrs.Schmidt! ifyoucould| Schmidt. Nien! I am no swindler. 
see your poor John, she not cry von bit; she would} Capt. You are not? [Beats him. 
laugh at me. Un if dis old woman kill me, she| Schmidt. My Cot in Hemmel, I am a swindler. 
would dance top von mine grave. Dereish mine| Capt. So much, 80 good. 
_ pocket-book, dat is stole away; mine nice pran| Schmidt. So much, tam pad. 
new second-hand coat, vot I have pought un| Capt. Are you not a liar and a villain ? 
Chatham street, Nie Yoricke, for two tollars—tat| Schmidt. Nien. (CAPT. beats him.] Yaw, yaw, 
ish gone; my waistcoat jacket, un all mine tings! | I am a Dutch villain, John Schmidt. 
_ Iam un bad luck Dutchman! I will go sleepen.| Capt. No, sir, your name is Brown. Are you 
[Lies down. | not Brown { 
Enter AUGUSTUS, with white gown and long paper | Laces Rog ene eee en Le 
t, R. 2 E. Capt. I am satisfied for the present, but I shall 
Aug. I can’t be mistaken. This must be the'send another injured party to you. So good 
landlord’s room. Now for that ten dollars I gave night, and pleasant dreams, Mr. Brown. [£E7it L. 
his wife this morning. [SCHMIDT svores. } Yes, | Schmidt. [sitting up in bed, crying.) Oh! oh! 
that is his hearty snore. Ah! here is the bed.!oh!—Boo! oo—oo—oo! I shall die, I shall be 


Landlord ! killed in dis house. Oh, my poor frou! She will 
Schmidt. Sh—scat! never see her husband, John Schmidt, not any no 
Aug. Landlord, I want you. more. What will become of me! 

Schmidt. [raises head.] Mine Cot un Hemmel!| Sobverly. [without.] Vl find him, Captain. 
dat’s de devil! Schmidt. Te tuyvel! dere is un under one! He 


Aug. Landlord, no trifling. Handover that ten shan’t find John Schmidt. [Jumps out of bed, falls 
dollars I gave your wife this morning. over chair, feels for bed, finds carpet-bag, goes up 
Schmidt. Ihave not tendollars. Iamsoniebody to window.|] Here is von window, now I will jump 
else. Iam not mineself. Where you come from? | out. [Carpet-bag drops out of his hand. Crash 
Aug. Icame from below, and I have been pretty ; without.) Dere goes mine garpet-bag, now I will 
well roasted down there. jump out. [Dog barks.] Now I will not jump out. 
Schmidt. By dinks, it is him! Why don’t you 'I will go to bed. [Gets into bed, head to audience. | 
stay home, Mr. Devil? I don’t live in dis house. They shall find mine feet un not mine head. 
I am ter original John Schinidt. 
Capt. [without.] Never mind, I know the room. Enter SOBERLY, L. 
Aug. Ah! the Captain’s voice! Ill meet you, Soberly. So, this is the room described by the 
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| de THE PERSECUTED DUTCHMAN. [Scene 3. 


reser i er es 1S SS cet 
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' Captain. Here is the bed. [Shakes Scamrp1’s Enter CAPTAIN. | 


| feet.) Sir, sir. | | _ Capt. Where is he? Ha—ha! Now, sir, are you | 

Schmidt. Vot you want? ae not the rascally villain that robbed me of my : 
| Soberly. I come to demand the satisfaction due daughter ¢ | 
a gentleman. | ; Schmidt. Nien. | 
| ‘ ee [sits up.}] Now, Mr., what have I; mrs. P. Didn’t you get into my bed with your | 
— done boots on? ; 

Soberly. You have plucked the bud of love from; Schmidt. Nien. Landlady—two cents change! | 
_ the fair branch, and left it to wither and decay. Teddy. Didn’t ye want to chate me out of my 

Schmidt. This is a poet-robber. I don’t know | parquisites ? | 
- sometinks about dat, Mr. Robber. Schmidt. Nien, nien! 


Soberly. Come, sir, follow me to the yard. Capt. Is not your name Brown, sir? 


| Schmidt. I have no bustiness in ter yard. _ | Schmidt. Nien! Iam bad luck Dutchman. Te | 
Soberly. Come, sir, give me the satisfaction I original John Schmidt | 


demand. I leave for New York to-morrow. 


Schmidt. [jumps out of bed and comes down.) Enter ARABELLA and SOBERLY, L. H. 
, You go to Nie Yoricke? Sohave I. I will go mit; Capt. Arabella, is not this the rascally Brown | 
| you. or Clearstarch ? 
| Soberly. No, sir. You must fight. Ara. La, papa! that’s not Gussy. 
| Schmidt. No, I'll be shoot if I do. Schmidt. Nein! I tell him I am te original John 
| Suberly. Take your choice, and Pll blow your Schmidt. 
_ brains out. | 


| Capt. My dear sir, I ask pardon for all the | 
_ * Schmidt. But I don’t want mine prains blow out. , wrongs I’ve done you. I thought you Brown. | 
| Soberly. Now, sir, [forcing him to take pistol,] | Schmidt. You make me black and blue. I for- 
' when I count five, fire. One— ‘give you so I get mine garpet-pag, un nunder 
| [SCHMIDT fires pistol and exclaims, “Help! mur- ae un I come to Nie Yoricke. I shall mit mine- 
der!” Noise without. | self never collect again, py tam. 
i Soberly. Ah! you've alarmed the house. YJ} Soberly. And me, sir. Forgive me, and I will 
| Ineet you in the stage, and shoot you as you go to! be good for all losses, and staud your expenses to 
| New York. [Evit 1. 'New York, where we will be happy to see you at 
Schmiit. Mine Cot in Hemmel! te peoples ish | our wedding dinner. 
coming. I shall pe kill. [Looks around, discovers|_ Capt. Yes, Mr. Smith; and old Captain Blow- 
chimney.) Here ish goot place to hide, I shall pe | hard will make you welcome. 
chimney sweepen. [Goes up chimney. | Schmidt. I don’t care. I will vorget and vorgive, 
: : un will come von top your house, von te wedding 
Enter TEDDY, with pitchfork, MR. and MRS. ginner. if you will let me invite mine friends. 
PLENTIFUL, with candle, PERSEVERANCE, With | Capt Where are they? 
broom, SERVANTS, with sticks, &c. ae 


Schmidt. [pointing to audience.) There! 
Teddy. Wait awhile, missus, I'll find him. [Zooks| Capt. I never thought of them. Invite them, by 


around, at last discovers chimney, shoves pitchfork all means. It would be a dull dinner without their 


\ 
, up chimney. smiling faces. : 
_ Schmidt. Oh! oh!—murder! [Ezxeunt, running, Schmidt. 1 will. [Goes down to audience. 
L., stage dark.) Oh, lam a persecuted Dutchman. | ' 
Mine Cot in Hemmel! Tey have come again. | Mine Cable nia Ea mieliayelewas 
Here I will hide. [Gets into hogshead. Enter Mit what I've done and try to do, | 
TEDDY, d¢c., cautiously. Goes to hogshead. ee ooo | 
Teddy. Here he is, master. P’ve got the robber. Hit what isdat- when Like you? | 
[Lifts hogshead, SCHMIDT crarls out. TEDDY a ga c U8) 
takes him by the ear, and brings him down, covered To deserve, wine friends, your kind applause, 
with soot, &c. THE END. 


COSTUMES.—-MODERN. 
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“ That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit.”"—DR. JOHNSON. 


end 
: 


2d Ple. [R.°C.] Truly, sir, in respect of a fine | That needs must light on this ingratitude. 
workman, 


I am but, as you would say, a cobbler. ult, 
Tre. But what trade art thou? Answer me! Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; 

; directly. Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears 

_ 2d Ple. A trade, sir, that I hope I may use with | Into the channel, till the lowest stream 

a safe conscience ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender | Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. 

of bad soles. [Exeunt PLEBEIANS, R. 
Casca. [c.] What trade, thou knave? thou! Casca. See, wher their basest metal be not . 

naughty knave, what trade ? moved ; 
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+ 2d Ple. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with ¢ 
$ J | LI | | S CAS A R: me; yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you. pe 
: Casca. What mean’st by that? Mend me, thou ‘3 
saucy fellow ! ¢ 
| S Tragedy, in Fwe Arts. 2d Ple. Why, sir, cobble you. : 
6 Tre. Thou art a cobbler, art thou D4 
3 BY WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 2d Ple. Truly, sir, all that I live by is the awl; 3 
: CAST OF CHARACTERS. I meddle with no trade—man’s matters, nor |¢ 
- Booth's, N. ¥., Dec., 1875. Theatre . Royal, 1824. | WOn)an’s matters—but with awl. Rea indeed, sir, | ¢ 
rutus se eceweccenes ir. B. L. Davenpo ir. Young. a surgeon to old shoes: when t ey are in great ¢ 
Makan Fe. Bangs on OPomble. danger, I recover them. As proper men asever + 
Julius Caesar ...... “Milnes Levick. 7 Egerton. trod upon neat’s-leather have gone upon my 3 
Cisco cme" Henry Weaver, eet | handy-work. _¢ 
Decius Brutus..... ' H. B. Bradley. “Abbot. Tre. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day? '$- 
msi Cimber, Eraleriek Monros, "Cover... (Why dost thou lead theso men about the .: 
COND web iecessens * L. Wildman. “Austin. streets ? ¢ 
7 Op aerd ie cae aa oe arate ers kias 2d Ple. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to Bs 
Tiinius cece © ER Davie " Claremont. | Set myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we ' 
Ligarius...cecsecees “ C. Welb make holiday to see Cesar, and to rejoice in his ¢ 
plata aes tosses Hoyt ogan. triumph. ¢ 
Pindarus.co.. ss A. Sucques. Mr. Horrebow. | Casca. [L.C.] Wherefore rejoice? what conquest |$ 
woe Perr erere ry Mi Prarie Sepadi brings he home ? bd 
Strato..seccccuslMr. W. Miller. What tributaries follow him to Rome, es 
CHE oad eccsnsisiates “ Thos. Wilson. To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels? 4 
Road ee ee You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless | $ 
Lucius (with song).. Miss Helen Morant. Mr. Parsloe. things ! 4 
Pg Galbhaie secceeee eee. a Mrs. pele Oh, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, it 
#, Citizens, Guards, Trumpeters, Attendants, ce. Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft Bs 
————_—_—__—_ Have you climbed up to walls and battlements, 3 
ACT I. a0 tower and windows, yea, to chimney tops, 3 
our infants in your arms, and there have sat 
$| SCENE aes a A phe A great tumult with- | The live-long day, with patient expectation, ¢ 
~| out. Enter Casca a REBONIUS, R., meeting To soe great Pompey pass the streets of Rome: rs 
: a shOng of PLEBEIANS from L., who stand across | And, when you saw his chariot but appear, : 
: the background. Have you not made a universal shout 4 
; Casca. [c.] Hence ! home, you idle creatures, | That Tiber trembled underneath his banks, B 
_ get you home! To hear the replication of your sounds, $ 
Is this a holiday ? What! know you not, Made in his concave shores ? 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk And do you now cull out a holiday ? 
| Upon a laboring day without the sign | And do you now strew flowers in his way, 
, Of your profession? Speak, what trade art thou? ‘That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood ? 
| Ist Ple. Why, sir, a carpenter. Begone: 
fre. [R.] Whereis thy leather apron, and thyrule? Run to your houses, fall upon your knees. | 
' You, sir; what trade are you? Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
| 


Tre. fc. Go, go, good countrymen; and for this 
ault 


FEOF O606404596406644646466460466464006 
$9 9006900 00000666600606666666606008 


4 
+ 


Jo POSTS OS TOOT TOOT TOOT e STC TOOT ETOCS CSTE CEST CSSA STATA SE EASERSSEEEEEEEEAELEEALAS ERE R EASE LAREE AS 


++ 
¢ P¢ 
2 aU EUS Cae Act bsecnes : 
og pee ne fees eae ae + 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. Over your friend that loves you. : 
Go you down that way towards the capitol; Bru. Cassius 
This way will I. Disrobe the images Be not deceived: If I have veiled my look, 
If you do find them decked with Cwesar’s trophies. 'I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Sd 


Tre. [R.] May we do so ¢ | Merely upon myself. Vexed I am, 
You know it is the feast of Lupercal. Of late, with passions of some difference, 

Casca. [L.] It is no matter ; Conceptions only proper to myself, 
| These growing feathers, plucked from Ceesar’s wing, | Which give some soil, perhaps, to my behaviors ; 
' Will make him fly an ordinary pitch; But let not, therefore, my good friends be grieved ; 
- Who else would soar above the view ‘of men, Among which number, Cassius, be you one, 
And keep us all in ‘servile fearfulness. Nor construe any further my neglect, 

[Exeunt CASCA, L., TREBONIUS, R. Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 
ean eee ete Forgets the shows of love to other men. 


| Scene IIl.—Rome. A Public Place. Music. The: Cas. aie Brutus, I have much mistook your 
passion 
een ee ore. OR. aa esi | By means whereof, .this breast of mine hath buried 


3, Senators, DEcrus, METELLUS, CINNA, Popr. Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 


L1us LENAS, Cassius, TREBONIUS, Casca, | Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face lf : 
| CLirus, SERVIUS, STRATO, PINDARUS, Trtin-|_. Bru., No, Cassius ; for the eye sees not itse 
| 108s, FLavivs, Brutus, Lucius, Varro, VIR- le by reflection, by some other things. 
| GINS, CALPHURNIA, MATRONS. Great shouts.| _ €48. Tis just: bl a, B 
| Enter Lictors, LEPIDvs, JULIvs Czsar, An- ‘And it is very muc soqeat aio pat 
| TONY, STANDARDS, a STAR, GOLDEN EAGLES, That pouaee earn eae Ge as will turn 
SILVER EAGLES and Guarbs. Brutus, Cas- Your hidden worthiness into your eye, 

SIUS and TREBONIUS Stand R. That you might see your shadow. I have heard, 
Where many of the best respect in Rome— 

Cesar. [c.] Calphurnia— Except immortal Ceesar—speaking of Brutus, 
_ Ant. Peace, ho! Caesar speaks. [Music ceases.| And groaning underneath this age’s yoke, 
Cesar. Calphurnia ! Have wished that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Cal. Here, my lord. Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, 

Cesar. Stand you directly in Antonius’ way, Cassius, 

_ When he doth run his course. Antonius! That you would have me seek into myself 

Ant. [L. Cc.) Cesar, my lord. For that which is not in me? 

Cesar. Forget not in your speed, Antonius, Cas. [R. C.] Therefore, good Brutus, be pre- 

To touch Calphurnia; for, our elders say, pared to hear: 
The barren, touched in this holy chase, And, since you know you cannot see yourself 
Shake off their sterile curse. iSo well as by reflection, I, your glass, 

Ant. I shall remember : | Will modestly discover to yourself 
_ When Cesar says Do this, it is performed. That of yourself which you yet know not of. 
Cesar. Set on; and leave no ceremony out. And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus: 
Sooth. [L. U. E. ] Cesar ! [ Music. | Were I a common laugher, or did use 
Cesar. Ha! who calls? To stale with ordinary oaths my love 
Ant. [L. c.] Bid every noise be still !_Peace To every new protestor: if you know 

yet again ! [Music stops. ,|That 1 do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
_ Cesar. Who is it in the press that calls on me? And, after, scandal them: or if you know 
I hear a tongue shriller than all the music, | That I profess myself in banqueting 
Cry “ Cesar!” Speak, Cesar is turned to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. 

Cesar. What man is that? people 

Bru. (R.] A soothsayer bids you beware the Choose Cesar for their king. 

Ides of March. | Cas. Ay, do you fear it ? 
Cesar. Set him before me; let me see his face.’ Then must I think you would not have it so? 
Cas. Fellow, come from the throng; look upon Bru. I would not, Cassius; yet I love him well. 
Cesar. [LicTors, GUARDS, éc., make way for But wherefore do you hold me here so long? 
the SOOTHSAYER. What is is that you would impart to me? 
Cesar. What say’st thou to me now? Speak If it be aught toward the general good, 
once again. ‘Set honor in one eye, and death ?’ the other, 
Sooth. i .] Beware the Ides of March. And I will look on both indifferently : 
Cesar. He is a dreamer; let us leave him; pass. For, let the gods so speed me, as I love 
[Music. Exeunt, all but BRUTUS and Cassius. The name of honor more than I fear death. 
Cas. [R.] Will you go see the order of the course? Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
Bru. [c.] Not I. As well as I do know your outward favor. . 
Cas. I pray you, do. Well, honor is the subject of my story— 
Bru. Iam not gamesome. I do lack some part I cannot tell what you and other men 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. Think of this life; but for my single self, 
Let me not binder, Cassius, your desires : Thad as lief not be, as live to be 
I'll leave you. In awe of such a thing as I myself. 

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late— I was born free as Cesar; so were you; 
-T have not from your eyes that gentleness We both have fed as well; and we can both 
And show of love as I was wont to have; ‘Endure the winter’s cold as well as he; 

- You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand For once upon a raw and gusty day. 
~ 
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To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. Nlady 
Bru. What means this shouting? I dof ear the 
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Act I, Scene 2.] JULIUS CHSAR. 3 
The troubled Tiber chafing with his shores, | The games are done, and Cesar is returning. [L. 
Ceesar said to me, “ Dar’st thou, Cassius, now | Cas. [R. c.] .As they pass by, pluck Casca by 


| the sleeve, 
And swim to yonder point? Upon the word, And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 


Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 

And bade him follow; so, indeed, he did. Bru. [u.] I will do so:—But, look you, Cassius, 
The torrent roared; and we did buffet it ‘The angry spot doth glow on Cesar’s brow, | 
With lusty sinews, throwing it aside, ' And all the rest look like a chidden train. | 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy. Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

But ere we could arrive the point proposed, 7 [Both go R., and stand. Music. 


Cesar cried, ‘‘ Help me, Cassius, or I sink.” 
I—as Eneas, our reat ancestor, Enter STANDARDS Of S. P. Q. R., R. LIcTORS, 
Did from the flames of Troy, upon his shoulder LEPIDUS, ANTONY, C2ZSAR, STANDARDS, @ 


The old Anchises bear, 80, from the waves of Tiber} STAR, GOLDEN EaGLEs, SILVER EAGLEs, 
Did I the tired Cesar: And this man : GUARDS, SENATORS, TREBONIUS, CASCA, 


Is now become a god; and Cassius is | CINNA, POPILIUS, DECIUS, and METELLUS. 


A wretched creature, and must bend his body Cesar. ot Antonius— 
If Cesar carelessly but nod on him. Ant. [c.] Cesar. 
He had a fever when he was in Spain, Cesar. Let me have men about me that are fat; 


And when the fit was on him, I did mark Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’ nights: 
How he did shake: ’tis true, this god did shake; | Yond’ Cassius has a lean and hungry look: 


His coward lips did from their color fly ; He thinks too much; such men are dangerous. 
And that same eye, whose bend dothawethe world,| Amt. Fear him not, Cesar; he’s not dangerous; 
Did lose his lustre: I did hear him groan; He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Aye, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans! Cesar. Would he were fatter:—But I fear 
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, him not; 

Alas, it cried, “Give me some drink, Titinius,” | Yet, if my name were liable to fear, 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, I do not know the man I should avoid 


So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much; 
He is a great observer, and he looks . 
bear the palm alone. [A shout. | Quite through the deeds of men: he loves no plays, 
Bru. Another general shout! As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music; 
I do believe that these applauses are iSeldom he smiles; and smiles in such a sort 
For some new honors that are heaped on Cesar. | As if he mocked himself, and scorned his spirit 
Cas. [R.] Why, man, he doth bestride the| That could be moved to smile at anything. 


A man of such a feeble temper should 
He ae the start of the majestic world, 


narrow world, Such men as he be never at heart’s ease, 
Like a Colossus; and we, petty men, While they behold a greater than themselves: 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about, And therefore are they very dangerous. 
To find ourselves dishonorable graves. I rather tell thee what is to be feared, 


The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings. And tell me truly what thou think’st of him. 
Brutus and Cesar: What should be in that Cesar? [Music. Exzeunt all but Brutus, Casca, and 
Why should that name be sounded morethan yours?, CASSIUS, L. BRUTUS touches CASCA, and stops 


Men at some time are masters of their fates: ‘Than what I fear; for always I am Cesar. 
| 


Write them together, yours is as fair a name: him at Lt. CASCA returns to C. 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; Casca. {c.] You pulled me by the cloak: Would 
Weigh then, it is as heavy; conjure with ’em, _— you speak with me? 


Brutus will start aspiritassoon as Cesar. [A shout. | Bru. [L. oJ Aye, Casca; tell us what hath 
Now, in the names of all the gods at once, | chanced to-day, 

Upon what meat doth this our Cesar feed, That Csesar looks so sad. 

That heisgrown sogreat? Age,thouart shamed;! Casca. Why, you were with him, were you not? 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods! Bru. I should not then ask Casca what hath 
When went there by an age, since the great flood chanced. 

But it was famed with more than with one man?’ Cusca. Why, there was a crown offered him, 
When could they say, till now, that talked of Rome, and being offered him, he put it by with the back 
That her wide walks encompassed but one man? of his hand, thus; and then the people fell a 
Oh! you and I have heard our fathers say shouting. 

There was a Brutus once, that would have brooked; Bru. What was the second noise for? 

The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome Casca. Why, for that, too. 


| 
As easily as a king. | Cas. They shouted thrice: What was the last 
Bru. That you do love me, Iam nothing jealous: cry for? 
What you would work me to, I have some aim. | Casca. Why, for that, too. 
How I have thought of this, and of these times, Bru. Was the crown offered him thrice ? 
I shall recount hereafter; for this present, Casca. Aye, marry, was’'t; and he put it by 
I would not—so with love I might entreat you— ‘thrice, every time gentler than the other ; and at 
Be any further moved. [Join hands What you ‘every putting by mine honest neighbors shouted. 
have said Cas. Who offered him the crown? 
I will consider; what you have to say, Casca. Why, Antony. 
I will with patience hear, and find a time Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 


Both meet to hear and answer such high things. Casca. I can as well be hanged as tell the man- 
[Three shouts. ner of it; it was mere foolery: I did not mark it. 
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CAESAR. 


4 JULIUS 


I saw Mark Antony offer him a crown; and, as I 
told you, he put it by once; but, for all that, to, 
my thinking, he would fain have had it. Thenhe’ 
offered it to him again. Then he put it by again; 
but, to my thinking, he was very loth to lay his 
fingers off it. And then he offered it the third 
time; he put it the third time by; and still, as he 
refused it, the rabblement hooted, and clapped 


- their chopped hands, and threw up their sweaty | 


night-caps, and uttered such a deal of stinking 
breath because Cesar refused the crown that | 
it had almost choked Cesar; for he swooned and 
fell down at it: And, for mine own part, I durst 
not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and receiv- 


ing the bad air. hs R. 

Cas. [R. C.] But soft, I pray you! at! Did 

Ceesar swoon ? 

Casca. [R.] He fell down in the market-place, 
and foamed at mouth, and was speechless. | 

Bru. [u. c.] ’Tis very like; he hath the falling 
sickness. ! 

Cas. No, Cesar hath it not; but you, and I, 
And honest Casca, we’ve the falling sickness. 

Casca. I know not what you mean by that; 
but Iam sure Cesar fell down. If the tag-rag 
people did not clap him, and hiss him, according. 
as he pleased and displeased them, as they used 
to do the players in the theatre, Iam no true man. 

Bru. What said he when he came unto himself ? 

Casca. [goes to Brutus.] Marry, before he fell 
down, when he perceived the common herd was 
glad he refuse | the crown, he plucked me ope his 
doublet, and o‘tered them his throat to cut. An’ 
I had been a man of any occupation, if I would 
not have taken him at a word, I would I might go 
to hell among the rogues :—and so he fell. When 
he came to himself again, he said, If he had done 
or said anything amiss, he desired their worships 
to think it was his infirmity. Three or four: 
wenches, where I stood, cried, ‘‘ Alas, good soul!” 
and forgave him with all their hearts: But there’s, 
no heed to be taken of them; if Cassar had stabbed | 
their mothers, they would have done no less. 

Bru. Aud after that he came thus sad away? 

Casca. Ave. 

Cas. Did Cicero say anything ? 

Casca. Aye, he spoke Greek. 

Cas. To what effect ? 

Cusca. Nay, an’ I tell you that, Pll ne’er look! 
you i’ the face again: But those that understood 
him smiled at one another, and shook their heads; | 
but for mine own part, it was Greek tome. Fare’ 
you well. There was more foolery yet, if I could 
remember it. Going L. 

Cas. Wiil you sup with me to-night, Casca? 

Casca. [L.] No; Iam promised forth. 

Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Casca. Aye; if I be alive, and your mind hold, 
and your dinuer worth the eating. 

Cas. Good; I will expect. vou. 

—Casca. Do so: Farewell both. (Fxit i. 

Bru. [u.c.] Whata blunt fellow is this grown to , 
be! He was quick mettle when he went to school. 

Cas. [c.] So he is now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise, 

However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 

Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 
Bru. And so it is. 

vou. 


For this time I will leave 


{Act I, Scene 1. 


To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
I will come home to you; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
Cas. [c.] I will do so. 
Bru. [R. c.] Till then, my noble friend, chew 
upon this: 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Under these hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay opeu us. Fare you well. ([7it Rr. 
Cas. [c.] Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see, 
Thy honorable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposed: Therefore ’tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes: 
For who so firm that cannot be seduced ? 
Cesar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus: 
If I were Brutus, now, and he were Cassius, 
He should not humor me. I will this night, 
In several hands, in at his windows throw, 
As if they came from several citizens, 
Writings all tending to the great opinion 


That Rome holds of his name: wherein obscurely 


Cesar’s ambition shall be glanced at: 

And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure ; 

For we will shake him, or worse days endure. 
[haxit L. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I.—Rome. A Street. Thunder and Light- 


ning. Enter CASSIUS, R., mecting CASCA, L. 


Cas. [R.] Who’s there ? 

Casca. {L.] A Roman. 

Cas. {c.] Casca, by your voice. 

Casca. {C.] Cassius, what night is this? 
Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men. 


Casca. Whoever knew the heavens menace so? 
Cas. Those that have known the earth so full 


of faults. 
Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man 
Most like this dreadful night, 
That thunders, lightens»opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the capitol: 
A man no mightier than thyself, or me, 
In personal action, yet prodigious grown, 
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 


Casca. "Tis Cesar that you mean; is it not, 


Cassius ? 

Cas. Let it be who it is; for Romans now 
Have thewes and limbs like to their ancestors ; 
But, woe the while! our fathers’ minds are dead, 
And we are governed with our mothers’ spirits ; 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish. 

Casca. Indeed, they say the senators to-morrow 
Mean to establish Cesar as a king ; 

And he shall wear his crown by sea and land, 
In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cas. I know where I will wear this dagger, then; 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius ° 
If I know this, know all the world besides, 

That part of tyranny that I do bear, 
I can shake off at pleasure. 

Casca. So can I: 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cas. And why should Cesar be a tyrant, then ? 

Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf, 
But that he sees the Romans are but sheep: 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire, 
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Act I, Scene 2.) JULIUS CeHSAR. ) 


Begin it with weak straws: What trash is SCENE II.—Rome. Brutvs’ Garden. Thunder 
Rome, and lightning. Enter BRUTUS, R. S. E. 
Bru. [(c.] What, Lucius! ho !— 
I cannot, by the progress of the stars, 


_ |Give guess how near to-day. Lucius, I say! 
Where hast thou led me! I, perhaps, speak this |] would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. 


Before a willing bondman ; then, I know, When, Lucius, when? Awake, I say! What, Lucius! 
My answer must be made. But I am armed, 


Se es Enter LUCIUS, R. S. E. 
And dangers are to me indifferent. ey 
Casca. You speak to Casca; and to such a| LZ: Called you, my lord? 


What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Cesar! But, oh, grief, 
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man | Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius; $ 
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold my hand: When it is lighted, come and call me here. : 
Be factious for redress of all these griefs ; | Lue. I will, my lord. (Erit RB. 8. E. ; 
‘And I will set this foot of mine as far Bru. [pausing c.) It must be by his death ; and ; 
+ As who goes farthest. for my part, ¢ 
¢ Cas. Theresa tiarcan nade I know no personal cause to spurn at him, . 
= Now: knoe you Gas t havednowea already But for the general. feng during the whole of ‘3 
; Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans this speech.| He would be crowned : $ 
° : . ‘ How that might change his nature, there’s the ¢ 
: To undergo, with me, an enterprise question 8 * 
+ eean Saha a "hy this. hee cane ae It is the bright day that brings forth the adder; : 
9 9 ” be “ . = . iat 
$ In Pompey’s porch: [Thunder and lightning. And fe wary Walking. Crown him? : 
For now, this fearful night a Beta ie Deets 
$ There is no stir or walking in the strects; And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, : 
: And the complexion of the element That, at his will, he may do danger with. ; 
es favored: like tho Wolk we have ip hand The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins ; 
* Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. [Going r. | Remorse from power: And to speak truth of Cesar, : 
+ Casca. Stand close awhile; for.hero comes one |! have not known when his affections swayed $ 
. i hacta oe ‘More than his reason. But’tisacommon proof ¢ 
¢ To (inna » - os, |That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder, ¢ 
: ee eaeee page ee aby nea Whereto the climber upward turns his face; $ 
¢ ; But, when he once attains the upmost round, ¢ 
¢ Enter CINNA, L. He then unto the ladder turns his back, ¢ 
: Cinna, where haste you so? Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees ¢ 
$ Cinna, [L, ¢.] To find out you. Who's that? 7 0 tect hemay, prevent, And, sineethe quarrel 
° y ‘y , ; e ys 
bd Cas ENGtiL eC, ‘one incorporate Will bear no color for the thing he is, : 
rf | e e e A ° ~ 
¢ To our attempts. Am I not stayed for, Cinna? Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented, $ 
. ’ ) Would run to these, and these extremities: ; 
¢. Cinna. Ym glad on’t. (Thunder. ; 4 
¢ What a fearful night is this! an i inet fae i ae CaR, oa 
| ? ic atched, would, s kind, grow mis- ~% 
: eae a stayed for? Tell me c hievous, : 
3 You are. Oh, Cassius, if you could but win | And kill him in paueaes $ 
¢ The noble Brutus to our party— nter LUCIUS, R. + 
¢ Cas. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this} Luc. The taper burneth in vour closet, sir. D4 
; paper, Searching the window for a flint, I found ; 
¢ And, look vou, lay it in the pretor’s chair, This paper, thus sealed up; and, I am sure, ; 
$ Where Brutus may but find it: and throw this ‘It did not lie there when I went to bed. 54 
$ Inat his window: set this up with wax i Bru. Get you to bed again; it is not day. : 
¢ Upon old Brutus’ statue; all this done, ‘Is not to-morrow, boy, the Ides of March ? ~ 
¢ Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you shall findus.| Lee. I know not, sir. : 
¢ Is Decius and Trebonius there ? ~ Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word. ¢ 
¢ Cinna, All but Metullus Cimber ; and he’s gone’ [Lightning. Exit LUCIUS, R. ¢ 
¢ To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie, The exhalations, whizzing in the air, ‘ 
¢ And sv bestow these papers as vou bade me. ‘Give so much light, that I may read by them. + 
¢ Cas. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre. [Opens the paper, holds it up, and reads. t 
P¢ (Hwit CINNA, R. |“ Brutus, thou sleep'st ; awake and see thyself, r4 
+ Come, Casca, you and I will yet, ere day, Shall Rome, &c. Speak, strilce, redress ! ; 
= See Brutus at his house; three parts of him Brutus, thou sleepst ; awake ”— > 
» (NOW SEC} 
$ Is ours already; and the man entire, Such instigations have been often dropped : 
¢ Upon the next encounter, yie!ds him ours. Where I have took them up. ; 
¢  Casca. Oh, he sits high in all the people’s hearts: “ Shall Rome, &c.”. Thus must I piece it out:— = 3 
¢ And that which would appear oitense in us, Shall Rome stand under one man’s awe? What? ¢ 
+ His countenance. like richest alchemy, Rome! : 
¢ Will change to virtue and to worthiness. ‘My ancestors did from the streets of Rome ¢ 
¢ Cas. Him, and his worth, and our great need; The Tarquin drive, when he was called a king. : 
a of him, ‘¢ Speak, strike, redress!” Am Tentreated then = ¢ 
¢ ® : a 
+ You have right well conceited. Let us go; |'To speak and strike? Ob, Rome? I make thee ¢ 
$ For it is after midnight; and, ere day, promise $ 
: We will awake him, and be sure of him. If the redress will follow, thou receivest ° 
: [Thunder and lightning. Exeunt L. i Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus. $ 
i 
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6 JULIUS CESAR. [Act II, Seene2. 
eee me Pome —— Bi: Seance - 3 
Enter LUCIUS, R. Some twomonthshence up higher towards the north ; 
Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. | He first presents his fire; and the high east | 
Bru. ’Tis good. [Knocking without, L. ‘Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 3 
| 3] Gotothe gate; somebody knocks. [#xit Lucius, L. [BRuTUS and Cassius come forward. 
Since Cassius first Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
' Did whet me against Cesar, I’ve not slept. Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing Bru. [c.] No, notanoath; ifnotthe faithsof men 
And the first motion, all the interim is The sutierance of our souls, the times’ abuse— 
Like a phantasma or a hideous dream; 'If these be motives weak, break off betimes, r¢ 
_ The genius and the mortal instruments And every man hence to his idle bed ; : 


So, let high-sighted tyranny range on, 


_ Are then i 1; and the state of 
én in counsel; and the state ol man, Till each man drop by lottery. But if these, 


Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 


| The nature of an insurrection. | As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
| i To kindle cowards, and to steel with valor 
! Enter LUCIUS, L. The melting spirits of women, then, countrymen, 
| Lue. Sir, tis your brother Cassius at the door, | What need we any spur but our own cause 
| Who doth desire to see you. 'To pick us to redress? 
| Bru. Is he alone? Unto bad causes swear | 
| Luc. No, sir, there are more with him. Such creatures as men doubt; but do not stain 
Bru. Do you know them f The even virtue of our enterprise, 
Luc. No, sir; Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits. 
They have their faces buried in their cloaks, | To think that or our cause or our performance 
That by no means I may discover them Did need an oath, when every drop of blood 
| By any mark of favor. | That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Bru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius, L. ‘Is guilty of a several bastardy 
_ They are the faction. Oh, conspiracy ! 'If he do break the smallest particle 


Sham’st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, Of any promise thathath passed from him. (Goes. 
When evils are most free f Oh, then, by day, Cas. [R.c.] But what of Cicero? ShaH we 
- Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough sound him ? 

To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, con-'I think he will stand very strong with us. 


; spiracy ; oe | Met. Let us not leave him out. 
Hide it in smiles and affability ; Cinna. Pd No, by no means. 
h 


For if thou put thy native semblance on, Tre. [R. , let us have him; for his silver 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough hairs 


To hide thee from prevention. Will purchase us a good opinion, 


| ’8 VO d our deeds. 
Enter Cassivs, L., followed by TREBONIUS, DE- And buy men’s voices to commen 
CIUS, CASCA, CINNA and METELLUS, with their BTM [returns, L.] Oh, name him not; let us 


| not break with him 
PRES TTIEE UE ANE QOS: For he will never follow anything 


Cas. [crossing B.] I think we are too bold That other men begin. 
upon your rest : Cas. Then leave him out. 
Good morrow, Brutus. Do we trouble you? | Casca. Indeed, he is not fit. 
Bru. have been up this hour—awake all night. Dec. Shall no man else be touched but only 
Know I these men that come along with you? | Cesar ? 


Cas. [R.] Yes, every man of them; and no Cas. Decius, well urged. I think it is not meet 
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man nere ‘Mark Antony, so well beloved of Cesar, 
But honors you; and every one doth wish Should outlive Cesar. We shall tind of him 
You had but that opinion of yourself A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his means, _, 
| Which every noble Roman bears of you. If he improves them, may well stretch so far 
This is Trebonius. [C.] ' As to annoy us all; which to prevent, 
[They all uncover their faces. | Let Antony and Cesar fall together. 
| Bru. [R. C.] He 1s welcome hither. Bru. (c.] Our course will seem too bloody, 
Cas. [c.] This, Decius. Caius Cassius, 
Bru. [c.] Ho is welcome, too. To cut the head off and then hack the limbs, 
Cas. This, Casca; this, Cinna ; Like wrath in death and envy afterwards. 
And this, Metellus Cimber. Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius. 
Bru. [L. Cc.) They’re all welcome. We all stand up against the spirit of Cesar, 
What watchful cares do interpose themselves And in the spirit of men there is no blood. 


Betwixt your eyes and night? |Oh that we then could come by Cvesar’s spirit, 
Cas. Shall I entreat a word ? | And not dismember Cesar! But, alas, 

| [BRUTUS and Cassius retire back and talk apart. Cwxsar must bleed for it! And, gentle friends, 

Dec. [R.] Here lies the east; doth not the day Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
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break here ? Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods, 
Causca. No. _ Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds. 
Tre. Oh, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon gray lines And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 
That fret the clouds are messengers of day. 'For he can do no more than Caesar’s arm, 
Cusea. [R. C.] You shall confess that you are When Cesar’s head is off. 
. both deceived. | Cas. Yet I do fear him; 
| Here, as I point my hand the sun arises ; For in the engrafted love he bears to Cersar— 
| Which is a great way growing on the south, Casca. There is no fear in him; let him not die; 
Weighing this youthful season of the year. For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 
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Act II, Scene 3.] JULIUS CAHSAR. | 7 
be aes A tea oe + eee suet ee. yates, Gey yee ees 
| Bru. Peace! count the clock. [Clock strikes. And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air ) 
Cas. The clock hath stricken three. | To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus; 
| Tre. "Tis time to part. : You have some sick offense within your mind, , 
' Cas. But it is doubtful yet Which. by the right and virtue of my place, | 
| Whe’r Cesar will come forth to-day or no; I ought to know of: And, upon my knees, [Kveels, 
For he is superstitious grown of late, I charm you, by my once commended beauty, 
Quite from the main opinion he held once By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
' Of fantasy, of dreams and ceremunies. Which did incorporate and make us one, | 
| It may be these apparent prodigies, That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, 
The unaccustomed terror of this night, Why you are heavy: and what men to-night 
| And the persuasion of his augurers Have had resort to you; for here have been 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 3 
Dec. [R.C.] Never fearthat. If hebe soresolved ' Even from darkness. is 
I can o’ersway him; for he loves to hear Bru. [raising her.] Kneel not, gentle Portia. 
; That unicorns may be betrayed with trees, Por. Ishould notneed, ifyou were gentle, Brutus. 
| Lions with toils, and men with flatterers. Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
- But, when I tell him he hates flatterers, Is it excepted I should know no secrets 
He says he does—being then most flattered. That appertain to you? Am I yourself, $ 
Let me work— But, as it were, in sort, or limitation; + 
For I can give his humor the true bent— To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, D4 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the ‘3 
Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. suburbs iS 
Bru. By the eighth hour. Is that the uttermost? Of your good pleasure? If it be no more, 3 
Casca. [L. Cc.) Be that the uttermost, and fail; Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife. [Goes RB. Cc. |3 
not then. Bru. [(c.] You are my true and honorable wife: ; $ 
| Tre. Caius Ligarius doth bear Cesar hard, As dear to me as are the ruddy drops >a 
' Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey. That visit my sad heart. [Embraces her. |% 
‘ I wonder none of you have thought of him. Por. If this were true, then should I know this $ 
' Bru. Now, good Trebonius, go along by him; secret. ps 
| He loves me well, and I have given him reasons; ' I grant I am a woman: but, withal, ¥ 
' Send him but hither, and I'll fashion him. A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife: $ 
' Cas. [L.] The morning comes upon us; we'll |I grant I am a woman; but, withal, 
| leave you, Brutus ; ; A woman well reputed; Cato’s daughter ; 
_ And, friends, disperse yourselves; but all remember | Think you I am no stronger than my sex, 
' What you have said, and show yourselves true | Being so fathered and so husbanded? 
Romans. Tell me your counsels. I will not disclose them: ; 
| Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily. | I have made strong proof of my constancy, : 
Let not our looks put out our purposes ; Giving myself a voluntary wound P 
| But bear it, as our Roman actors do, Here, in the thigh: Can I bear that with patience, 3 
With untired spirits and formal constancy ; And not my husband’s secrets? o 
, And so, good morrow to you every one. Bru. Oh, ye gods, B 
[kxveunt L., all but BRUTUS, muffling their faces Render me worthy of this noble wife! Be 
in their gowns again. Hark, hark! one knocks. [Knocking without, L. F: 
| 
Enter Portia, R., as they are taking leave of Enter LUCIUS, L. : 
BRUTUS. Lucius, who is’t that knocks? : $ 
Por. Brutus, my lord! Luc. Here is a sick man that would speak ¢ 
Bru. [R.] Portia, what mean you? Wherefore with you. Wee —- 
rise you now f | Bru. [aside.] Caius Ligarius, that Trebonius ¢ 
It is not for your health thus to commit | spoke of. z 
Your weak condition to the raw, cold morning. Portia, goin awhile: | ¢ 
Por. [c.] Nor for yours, either. You've un-, All my engagements I will construe to thee— t 
gently, Brutus, [BRUTUS goes to her. | And, by-and-bye, thy bosom shall partake $ 
Stole from my bed; and yesternight, at supper, |The secrets of my heart. Leave me with haste. ; 
a suddenly arose, and walked about, ; — [Hatt PORTIA, R. 8. E. 3 
using and sighing, with your arms across ; come 1m. | 
And, when I asked you what the matter was, Thunder and Lightning.—Ezeunt, L.  % 
a ge upon me his ungentle looks, ee 3 
nd, with an angry wafture of your hand _ ; 3 ¢ 
Gave sign for me to leave you. So I did, eee cae gp earnianas ila ; 
Fearing to strengthen that impatience ; | 
Which seemed too much enkindled. Dear my lord,| Cesar. (c.] Nor heaven nor earth have been at : 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. peace to-night; . 
3 Bru. [goes RX.) Iam not well in health, and Thrice hath Calphurnia in her sleep cried out, ¢ 
that is all. ‘Help, ho! They murder Cexsar!”—Who’s within? ¢ 
Por. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health, F D4 
He would embrace the means to come by it. Enter FLAVIUS, R. ; 
Bru. [returns, c.] Why, so I do. Good Por-| Fla. My lord? Dg 
tia, go to bed. | Cesar. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice, $ 
Por. Is Brutus sick? | And bring me their opinions of success. D4 
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, | [Exit FLAVIUS, L. : 
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8 JULIUS CESAR. [Act IIL, Scene 1. | 
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Enter CALPHURNIA, R. | Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it. ! 

Cal. [c.] What mean you, Cesar? Think you ! These she applies for evils imminent; | 
to walk torth? And on her knee | 

You shall not stir ‘out of your house to-day. ‘Hath begged that I will stay at home to-day. ! 


Cesar. Cesar shall forth: The things that. _. ec. This dream is all amiss interpreted; 
threatened me It was a vision fair and fortunate: 


’ ack: Your statue spouting blood in many pipes 
Ne’er looked but on my back; when they shall see ac which soamany smiling Romans bute d, 


The f f , they ar ished. ae 
- tae Coeds ace ee eee | Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 


Yet now they fright me. There is one within, | Reviving blood; and that great men shall press 
Recounts most horrid visions seen to-night: To you tor tinctures, stains, and cognizance: 
Fierce fiery warriors fought upon the clouds, This by Calphurnia’s dream is signified. 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol: Cesar. And this way have you wellexpoundedit. 
The noise of battle hurtied in the air, Dec. Thave, when you have heard what I cansay; 


And ghosts did shriek and gibber in the streets. | And know it now: The senate have concluded 
Oh, Cesar! these things are béyond all use, To give, this day, a crown to mighty Cesar. 


And I do fear them. If you shall send them word you will not come, 
Cesar. [c.] What can be avoided, . Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 
Whose bad is purposed by the mighty gods? Apt to be rendered, for some one to say 


Cowards die many times before their deaths; “Break up the senate till another time, 
The valiant ee faste of death bueonce. When Cesar’s wife shall meet with better dreams.” 


Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 
It seems to me most strange that men should fear: “Lo, Caesar 18 afraid”? 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, Pardon me, Cesar; for my dear, dear love 


Will come when it will come. To your proceeding, bids me tell you this; 
And reason to my love is liable. 


| Enter FLAVITS, R. Cesar. How foolish do your fears seem now, 
| What say the augurers? Calphurnia!— 
Fila. They would not have you tostir forth to-day: |I am ashamed that I did yield to them— 
Plucking the entrails of an ottering forth, _And look, where other friends are come to fetch me. , 
They could not find a heart within the beast. (Hxit CALPHURNIA, L. 
Cesar. [R. C.] The gods do this in shame of Enter CASCA and BRUTUS, R 
cowardice. [Exit FLAVIUS, R. 


Casca. Good morrow, Cesar. 

Cesar. Welcome, Publius Casca. - 
What, Brutus, are you stirred so early, too ? 
I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 


Cesar should be a beast without a heart, 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear: 
No; Cesar shall go forth. 

Cal. [L. c.] Alas, my lord! 


Your wisdom is consumed in confidence. Enter ANTONY, L. 

Do not go forth to-day. Call it my fear See! Antony, that revels long o’ nights, 

That keeps you in the house, and not your own: ; Is, notwithstanding, up. Good morrow, Antony. 
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house; Ant. So to most noble Cesar. 

And he shall say you are not well to-day: Cesar. Bid them prepare within ; 

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. k am to blame to be thus waited for. 


Cesar. arte Antony shall say I am not well: | ' Enter CINNA, METELLUS, and TREBONIUS, R. 
And, for thy humor, I will stay at home. Now, Cinna—now, Metellus—what, Trebonius ? 


Enter DECITS, R. -T have an hour’s talk in store for you: 
Here’s Decius; he shall go and tell them so. Be near me_ that I may remember you. 
Dec. [x. c.] Ciesar, all hail! Good morrow,; re. Cesar, I will:—[Aside.]—And so near 
worthy Cesar: Will Tbe, , 
I come to fetch you to the senate-house. That your best friends shall wish I had been 
Cesar. And you are come in very happy time further. 
To bear my greeting to the senators, Cesar. [L.] Good friends, go in and taste some 
And tell them that I will not come to-day: wine with me ; 
Cannot, is false! and that I dare not, falser; ee we, like friends, will straightwav go together. 
I will not come to-day: Tell them so, Decius. | [Exeunt all but BRUTUS, L. 
Cal. Say he is sick. Bru. rR] That every like is not the same, O 
Cesar. Shall Cesar send a lie? Civsar, 
Have I in conquest stretched mine arm so far, The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon. 
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To be ateard to tell gray-beards the truth? [rit L. 
Decius, go tell them Cesar will not come. 
Dec. Most mighty Ciesar, let me know some cause, 
Lest I be laughed at when I tell them so. | 
Cesar. ‘The cause is in my will. I will not come: ! 
That is enough to satisfy the senate; 


ACT IIL. 
SCENE I.—Rome. A Street near the Capitol. 
Enter the SOOTHSAYER, R., reading a Scroll. 


Sooth. ‘“Casar, beware of Brutus; take heed 
of Cassius; come not near Casca; have an eye 


But, for your private satisfaction, 
Because I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home. 


She dreamt to-night she saw my statue, to Cinna; "trust not Trebonius ; mark well. Me- 
Which, like a fountain with a hundred spouts, tellus Cimber; Dectus loves thee not ; thou hast 
Did run pure blood; and many lusty Romans wronged Caius Ligarius.. There is but one mind 
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Por. I must goin. Ah, me, how weak a thing To think that Czsar bears such rebel blood, 
‘The heart of woman is! ‘TLucres stands back: | 


That will be thawed from the true quality 
Oh, Brutus, Brutus, 


With that which melteth fools—I mean sweet 


Act ITI, perma acon senee} JULIUS CESAR. 9 | 
among all these men, and it is bent against Cesar.| Ocsar. What touches us ourself shall be last | 
If thou be’st not immortal, look about thee.” served. ip ae 
If thou read this, O Cwsar, thou may’st live; Sooth. Delay not, Cesar; read it instantly. > an 
If not,.the fates with traitors do contrive. « Cesar. What, is the fellow mad ? ) 
[He retires a little, L. Dec. Sirrah, give place. [zit SOOTHSAYER, RB. 
Enter Lucius and Portia, R. Enter PopiILtius LENAS, R | 
Por. [R. c.] I prythee, boy, run to the senate-| Pop. I wish your enterprise to-day may thrive. 
house. Cas. What enterprise, Popilius f | 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone; Pop. Fare you well. ([Advancesto CHSAR. | 
Why 7 pee stay ? Bru. [L.] What said Popilius Lenas? | 
To know my errand, madame. Cas. He wished to-day our enterprise might 
pe iid have thee there, and here again, thrive. 
eee T can tell thee what thou should’st do there. | I fear our purpose is discovered. | 
Oh, constancy, be strong upon my side! Bru. Look how he makes to Cesar; mark him. 
Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and tongue!: Cas. Casca, be sudden, for we fear prevention. 
Art thou here yet? Brutus, what shall be done? If this be known, 
Luc. (c.] Madame, what should I do? Cassius or Cesar never shall turn back ; | 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing else? For I will slay myself. | 
Por. Yes; bring me word, boy, if thy lord’ Bru. Cassius, be constant; 
look well ; 'Popilius Lenas speaks not of our purposes ; | 
For he went sickly forth. And take good note _| For, look, he smiles, and Cesar doth not change, | 
What Cesar doth, what suitors press to him— [Exeunt TREBONIUS and ANTONY, L. | 
-‘Hark, boy! What noise is that ? Cas. Trebonius knows his time ; for, look you, | 
Luc. I hear none, madame. Brutus, | 
Por. Pi’ythee, listen well. He draws Mark Antony out of the way. | 
I heard a bustling rumor, like a fray, [METELLUS advances toward CESAR. 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him go, . 
ue ceo madame, I hear nothing. And presently prefer his suit to Cesar. ) 
Fae the SOOTHSAYER.] Come hither,; Bru. He is addressed; press near and second | 
him. | 
Which a Hast thou been? Cas. Casca, you are the first that rears your | 
Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. hand. 
Por. Is Cesar yet gone to the Capitol? Cesar. Are we all ready ? What is now amiss, 
Sooth. Madame, not yet; I go to take my stand, That Cesar and his senate must redress ? 
To see him pass on to the Capitol. Met. [R. C.] Most high, most mighty, and most 
Por. Thouhast some suit to Cesar, hast thou not? | puissant Cesar, 
Sooth. That Ihave, lady. If it will please Cesar |; Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
ae be so good to Cesar as to hear me, 'An humble heart— . Kneeling to CESAR. 
I shall beseech him to befriend himself. Cesar. must prevent thee, Cimber. 
Por. [(c.] Why, know’st thou any harm’s in-: These couchings and these lowly courtesies | 
tended tow’rds him? Might fire the blood of ordinary men, | 
Sooth. None that I know will be, much that I, And turn pre-ordinance and first decree ! 
fear may chance. [Evrit L. | Into the law of children. Be not fond | 
| 


The heaven speed thee in ‘thine enterprise ! words. ! 
Sure, the boy heard me. Brutus hath a suit ‘Low-crooked court’sies, and base spaniel fawning; . 
That Cesar will not grant. Oh, I grow faint! |= Thy brother by decree is banished; 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
Say lam merry! Come to me again, II spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. = ' Know Cesar doth not wrong ; nor without cause 
[Exreunt LUCIUS, L., PorTIA, R. Will he be satistied. 
OS see ! Met. [rises.] Is there no voice more worthy 


than my own, 
To sound more sweetly in great Ceesar’s ear, 
For the repealing of my banished brother? 
Bru. [kneels L.] I kiss thy hand, but not in 


SCENE II.—Rome. The Capitol. Flourish of 
Instruments. The Senate sitting. 


CXSAR seaterl, C.;5 ANTONY, LEPIDUS, BRUTUS, 


CASSIUS, Casca, DECIUS, METELLUS, TRE- flattery, Caesar, 
BONIUS, CINNA, SENATORS, and others, dis- Desiring thee that Publius Cimber may | 
covered, R. and L. |Have an immediate freedom of repeal. [Rises. 
Enter the SOOTHSAYER, L. | Cesar. What, Brutus ! | 

Sooth. [c.] Hail, Cesar! ' Cas. [kneels L. C.] Pardon, Cesar; Cesar, 
Cesar. The Ides of March are come. pardon: 
Sooth. Ay, Cxsar, but not gone. Hail! Read As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall, 

this schedule. To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. [ Rises. 


Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er-read, | _ Cesar. I could be well moved, if I were as you; 

At your best leisure, this his humble suit. If I could pray to move, prayers w ould move me: 
Sooth. Oh, Cesar, read mine first, for mine’sa suit But I am constant as the northern star, 

That touches Caesar nearer. Read it, great Ceesar. | Of whose true-fixed and_resting quality 
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There is no fellow in the firmament. 
The skies are painted with unnumbered sparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth shine; 
But there’s but one in all doth hold his place: 
So, in the world: ’Tis furnished well with men, 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive; 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 
Unshaked of motion: and, that I am he, 
Let me a little show it, even in this, 
That I was constant Cimber should be banished, 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 
Cinna. (kneels R. C.) Oh, Carsar— 
Cesar. Hence! Wilt thou lift up Olympus? 
Dec. Great Ciesar-— 
Cesar. Doth not Decius bootless kneel ? 
Casca. Speak, hands, for me. 


[METELLUS lays hold on C=SAR’S robe. CASCA 
stabs CESAR in the neck —C£SAR catches hold 
of his arm—he is then stabbed by the other Con- 
spirators, and at last by MARCUS BRUTUS. 


Cesar. Et tu Brute ?—Then fall, Cesar. 

[C SAR falls R., near a pedestal inscribed, “C. N. 
Pompeto Magno.”—Dies. 
Bru. Liberty!—Freedom! Tyranny is dead! 
Cas. Run hence, proclaim it—cry about the streets 

“Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchisement !” 


[The SENATORS and ATTENDANTS are retiring in! 


great EA eet 

Bru. Peopleand Senators !—Be not affrighted ; 
Fly not; stand still:—Ambition’s debt is paid: 
There is no harm intended to vour persons, 
Nor to no Roman else :—so tell them, Lenas. 

Cas. Leave us, Popilius; lest that the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru. Do so: 

[Eveunt PopILits, LENAS and LEPIDUS. 

And let no man abide this deed 
But we, the doers. 


Enter TREBONIUS, R. 


Cas. Where’s Antony ? 
Tre. Filed to his house amazed: 
Men, wives, and children stare, cry out, and run, 
As it were doomsday. 
Bru. Fates! we'll know your pleasures : 
That we shall die we know; ’tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 
Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty vears of life, 
Cuts off as many years of fearing death. 
Bru. Grant that, and then death is a benefit. 
On, Romans, on; 
With handsand swords besmeared in Ceesar’s blood, 
Thus walk we forth, even to the market-place; 
And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads, 
Let’s all cry, Peace! Freedom! and Liberty ! 
Cas. How many ages hence 
Shall this, our lofty scene, be acted o'er, 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown! 


{Act III. Scene 2. 


E'nter SERVIUTS, L. 


Bru. Soft! Who comes here? A friend of 
Antony’s. 
{L.] Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me 
| kneel: 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down: 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say: 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 
Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving: 
Say I love Brutus, and I honor him: 
Say I feared Cesar, honored him and loved him. 
If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolved 
How Cesar hath deserved to lie in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The fortunes and aflairs of noble Brutus, 
Through the hazards of this untrod state, 
With all true faith. So savs my master Antony. 
Bru. [uL.] Thy master is a wise and valiant 
, Roman ; 
Tnever thought him worse. 
Tell him, so please him, come unto this place. 
He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honor, 
| Depart untouched. 
_ Ser. Vl fetch him presently. Exit, L. 
| Bru. Iknow that weshall have him wellto friend. 
Cas. I wish wemay: but yet have I a mind 
hat fears him much. 


Enter ANTONY, SERVIUS, and STRATO. 


Bru. But herecomes Antony. Welcome, Mark 
Antony. 
Ant. [L.] O,mighty Cesar! Dost thou liesolow ? 
[ Seeing CASAR’S body. 

Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
‘Shrunk to this little measure ?—Fare thee well. 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank; 
If I myself, there is no hour so fit — 
As Cesar’s death hour; nor no instrument 
|Of half that worth, as those yourswords, made rich 
| With the most noble blood of all this world. 
I do beseech ye, if ye bear me hard, 
Now, whilst your purpled hands doreek andsmoke, 
Fultill your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 
I shall not find myself so apt to die: 
No place will please me so, no means of death, 
As here by Casar, and by you cut off, 
The choice and master spirits of this age. 
| Bru. (1.c.] Oh, Antony! beg not vourdeath of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our present act, 
You see we do; yet see you but our hands: 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
|'Hath done this deed on Caesar. For vour part, 
Tovouour swords have leaden points, Mark Antony; 
And our hearts, ! 
Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in 


Sere 


| 
| 
| 


Bru. How many times shall Cwsar bleed in: With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 


sport, 

That now at Pompey’s basis lic’ along, 
No worthier than the dust! 

Cas. So oft as that sball be, 
So often shall the knot of us be called 
The men that gave their country liberty. 

Casca. What, shall we forth ? 

Cas. Ave, every man away: 
Brutus shall lead; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 


| Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as any man’s, 
'In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only be patient till we have appeased 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear, 
| And then we will deliver you the cause, 
| Why I, that did love Casar when I struck him, 
Have thus proceeded. 
— Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom. 
Let each man render me his bloody hand: 
First, Mareus Brutus, will I shake with you: 


NEERERPITS CVS SEAEVEEOS EPS OLS SEES ESOL ELALUES RYO CSISR EOS ESESETS ORY SASSER ECLSS CLINE PLUNGE LER HES LOLS NERY FEST SALE CR SOLES RIAL ELIE LESLETTEVSY SOLES T? 


+ LEPEEOESOSSSESESSSESOSOEEELELESOSEFHESESSEOELES EEE SI ELELUELESH OLDE DHESENSOEEESSSISISD OD OD HO 
¢ 


-Act OT, Scene 3.] 
en 


Next, Caius Cassius, (Brutus, 


Now, Decius, yours ; Dow yours, 


( Metellus ; 
Yours, Cinna; and my valiant 


Casca, yours; 


Gentlemen all—alas! What shall I say! 


Either a coward or a flatterer. 
[Bending over 

That I did love thee Cesar, oh, 

If then thy spirit look upon us now, 

Shall it not dearer than death, 

To see thy Antony making his peace, 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 

in the presence of thy corse ? 


tis true ; 


The enemies of Ceesar 
Then, ina friend, it is 
Cas. Ib 


shall say this; 
cold modesty. 


indeed, 


Friends am I with 


hy and wherein Cesar was dangerous. 


Our reasons are so ful] of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the son of Cesar, 
' You should be satistied. 7 
Ant. [L.] That’s all I Seek : 
d am moreover suitor, that I ma 
' Produce his body to the market-place 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 
i Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 
Cas. Brutus, a word With you. 
; [Aside, L. c.] 
hot consent 
That Antony Speak in his funeral : 
$; Know you how much the people may be moved 
that which he will utter? 
ru. [aside.] 
ill myself into the pulpit first, 
d show the reason of our Ceesar's death ; 
Vill protest 
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Bru. [goes back to ANTONY. ] 
| here, 
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take your Cesar’s body. 


speech blame us, 


Cassius, &c. ; 
sullenly offer their hands.) dol take your hand; 
ough last,not least in love » Yours, good Trebonius. 


My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 
That one of two bad Ways you must conceit me, 


the body. 


shall but smile when they behold 
heart! Their infants quartered with the hands of war; 
Here didst thou fall: and here thy hunters stand, | All pity choked with custom of fell deeds ; | 
Signed in thy Spoil, and crimsoned in thy death. | And Ceesar’s spirit, ranging for revenge, 
Cas. [i c.] Mark Antony— With Até by his side, come hot from hell, | 
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Cassius : | 


lame you not for praising Cesar 80; 


Swayed from the point, by looking down on Cesar. 


fo C.] Or else were this 'p 


You know not what you do: D 


Mark Antony, Cassius, go you into the other street, 


| ° 
About his funeral: And you 
_In the same pulpit whereto 
‘After my speech is ended. 
Ant. Be itso: Ido desire no more. 
Bru. Prepare the body, then, and follow us. 
[E.ceunt all but ANTONY, SERVIUS and STRATO,L. 
Ant. [kneels at the feet of CzSaR.] Oh, pardon 
me, thou bleeding piece of earth | 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man | 
in the tide of times. | 
Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood! | 


shall speak 


I am going, 


do ope their ruby lips, | 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue— 
| Rises.) A curse shall light upon the limbs of men; . 
| omestic fury and fierce civil strife 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy ; | 
Blood and destruction Shall be so in use, 
And dreadful objects so familiar, 

That. mothers 


Shall in these confines, with a monarch’s 
‘Cry “ Havoc,” 
That this foul 


voice, 
and let slip the dogs of war! 
deed shall smell above the earth 


men, groaning for burial. 


| 
With carrion ig 
Enter FLAviuts, CLITUS, and ATTENDANTS, L. : 
| 
| 


Caesar, is it not? 
Fila. (R.] It is, Mark Antony. 
Ant. Cesar did write for him to come to Rome 
Fla. He did receive his letters, and is coming: 
He writes that I should Say to you—[ Secing the body. 
Oh, Ceesar |— | 
Ant.[c.] Thy heartis big; get thee apart and weep. | 
assion, I see, is catching ; for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, | 
Began to water. Is Octavius coming f | 
Fila. He lies to-night within seven leagues of 
Rome. 
Ant. Post off with speed , and tell him what hath 
chanced. | 
Yet, stay awhile; : 
Thou shalt not back till I have born this corse 
Into the market-place: there shall I try, | 
In my oration, how the people take 
The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 
”) According to the which, thou shalt discourse ° 
To young Octavius of the state of things. 
Come, bring the body on. | 
[Kxeunt with CESAR’s body. | 


: 


the Cap of Liberty—a throng of PLEBEIANS— 
BRUTUS, CASSIUS, CASCA, TREBONIUS, 
DECIUS, METELLUS, with their swords drawn, 
and another throng of PLEBEIANS, R. 


Allthe Ple. We will be satisfied; letusbe satisfied. | 
Bru. (c.] Then follow me and give me audience, i 
friends. 


SCENE III.—Rome. A street. Enter CINNA, with | 2 


And part the numbers. | 
Those that will hear me speak, come to the Forum. 


You shall not in your funeral] : : | 
¢ But speak all good you can devise of Cesar ; Cas. Those that will follow Cassius, go with me =) 
: And say you do ’t by our permission ; And public reason shall be rendered 
3 Else shall you not have any hand at all Of Cesar’s death. | i | 
*}ssateseeseseresinibeeeNE tee 
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Several Ple. We will hear Brutus speak. 
Several Ple. We will hear Cassius. 


[Exeunt CINNA and BRuTUs, with the greater | 
part of the PLEBEIANS.—CASSIUS and the other | 
CONSPIRATORS, with the rest of them. 


of PLEBEIANS, bawling, ‘ Silence !”—BRUTUS, | 


| Scene IV.—Rom2. The Forum. Enter a throng 
| BRUTUS 


and another crowd of PLEBEIANS. 
goes into the Rostrum. 


All the Ple. [R. and L.} Silence! Silence! 

2d Ple. The noble Brutus is ascended: Silence! 

Bru. Bepatient till the last. Romans, country- 
men, and lovers! hear me for my cause; and be 
silent, that you may hear: belicve me for mine’ 
honor; and have respect to mine honor, that you 
may believe: censure me in your wisdom, and 
awake your senses, that you may thebetter judge. 
If there be any in this assembly, any dear friend 
of Cesars, to him I say that Brutus’ love to 
Cesar was no less thin his. If, then, that friend 
demand why Brutus rose against Ceasar, this is 
my answer:—Not that I loved Cesar less, but 
that I joved Rome more. Had you rather Cesar 
were living, and die all slaves, than that Cesar 
were dead, to live all freemen? As Ceasar loved 
me, I weep for him; as he was fortunate, I rejoice 
at it; as he was valiant, I honor him; but, as he 
Was ambitious, I slew him: There are tears for his 
love; joy for his fortune; honor for his valor; 
~ and death for his ambition. Who is here so base 
that would be a bondman? If any, speak ; for: 


would not be a Roman? If any, speak; 
have I offended. Who is here so vile that will 
not love his country? If any, speak; for him 
have I offended. I pause for a reply. 
All the Ple. [R.andL.J] None, Brutus, none. 
Bru. Then none have I offended. 


The question of his death is enrolled in the 
Capitol; his glory not extenuated, wherein he 
was worthy; nor his otfenses enforced, for wh ch 
he suffered death. 
All the Ple. Brutus! Brutus! Brutus! 
[st Ple. Briug him with triumph home unto _ his 
house: 


2d Ple. Let him be Cesar. 

Allthe Ple. Brutus! Brutus! 

Bru. My countrymen — 

2d Ple. Peace! silence! Bru tus speaks. 

Bru. Here comes Cwsar’s body mourned by 
Mark Antony. 


Enter GUARDS, bearing CSAR's body on @ hearse. | 
ANTONY, SERVIUS, STRATO, and CLITUS. 


Good countrymen, let me withdraw alone ; 
I do entreat no man of you will stir; 
But, for my sake, stay here with Antony. 
Do grace to Cresar’s corse; and grace his speech | 
Tending to Ciesar’s glories, which Mark Antony, 
By vur permission, is allowed to make. 
[Brurus descends from the rostrum. 

With this I depart —that, as ] slew my best lover 
for the good of Rome, I have the same dageer for 
myself, when it shall please my country to need 
mv death. [derit R. 

All the Ple. Live, Brutus! live! live! 

Ist Ple. Stay, ho: and let us hear Mark Antony. 


Brutus ! 
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Se ee i he 


+> 


Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest— 


And Brutus is an honorable man. 


him have Ioffended. Who is here so rude that: Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 
for him: And Brutus is an honorable man. 


I have done | And sure, he is an honorable man. 
no more togCiesar than you shall do to Brutus. . 


‘And men have lost their reason ! 


* ° ° ° | 
Give him a statue with his ancestors. | 
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JULIUS CHSAR. 


(Act LUI, Scene 4. 


Ant. For Brutus’ sake, I am beholden to you. 
ANTONY ascends the rostrum. 
2d Ple. What does he say of Brutus? 
lst Ple. He says, for Brutus’ sake, 
He finds himself beholden to us all. 
2d se ’T were best he speak no harm of Brutus 
ere. 
[st Ple. This Caesar was a tyrant. 
2d Ple. Nay, that’s certain ; 
We are blessed that Rome is rid of him. 
Ant. You gentle Romans— 
All the Ple. Peace, ho! let us hear him. 
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me 
your ears. 
I come to bury Cesar, not to praise him. 
The evil that men do lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones; 
So let it be with Cesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Cesar was ambitious: 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 
And grievously hath Cesar answered it. 


(For Brutus is an honorable man, 

So are they all, all honorable men)— 
Come I to speak in Casar’s funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me: 
But Brutus says he was ambitious ; 
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He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill: 

Did this in Ceesar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried, Cesar hath wept; 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 


You all did see that, on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition ? 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 


I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 
But here I am to speak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cause ; 
What cause withholds you then to mourn for him ? 
Oh, judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts, 
Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coftin there with Cesar, 
And I must pause till itcome backtome. [ Weeps. 
[st Ple. Methinks there is much reason in his 
SAVINGS ; 
If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Cesar has had great wrong. 
2d Ple. Marked ve bis words?) He would not 
take the crown; 
Therefore ’tis certain he was not ambitious. 
Ist Ple. There’s not a nobler man in Rome than 
Antony. 
3d Ple. Poor soul! his eyes are red as fire with 
weeping. 
4th Ple. Now mark him, he begins again tospeak. 
Ant. But vesterday, the word of Casar might 
Have stood against the world; now lies he there, 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 
Oh, masters! if F were disposed to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
I should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 
Who, youall Know, are honorable men: 
I will not do them wrong; TI rather eboose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you, 
Than I will wrong such honorable men. 
But here’s a parchment, with the seal of Casar, 
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Act III, Scene 4.] JULIUS CESAR. 
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I found it in his closet, ’tis his wills 
Let but the commons hear this testament— 2d Ple. We will be revenged! revenge! about 
Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read— '—seek—burn—fire—kill—shay !—let not a traitor 
And they would go and kiss dead Cesar’s wounds, live! 
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood; | Ant. Stay, countrymen! 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, lst Ple. Peace there! Hear the noble Antony ! 
And, dying, mention it within their wills, 2d Ple. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy unto their jssue. die with him! 
2d Ple. We'll hear the will: Read it, Mark; Amt. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not 
Antony. stir you up 
All the Ple. The will! the will! We will bear To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
Ceesar’s will. They that have done this deed are honorable: 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends: I must not What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 
read it; That made them doit: they are wise and honorable: 
It is not meet—you know how Cesar loved you. And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men; I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts: 
And, being mtn, hearing the will of Cesar, ‘I am no orator, as Brutus is ; 
It will intlame you, it will make you mad: But, as you know me all, a plain, blunt man, 
Tis good you know not that you are his heirs; That love my friend, and that they know full well, 
For if you should, oh, what would come of it! 'That gave me public leave to speak of him: 
lst Ple. Read the will; we will hear it ; Czesar’s| For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
will! Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
Ant. Will you be patient ? will you stay awhile? To stir men’s blood: I only speak right on; 
I have o’ershot myself, to tell you of it. I tell you that which you yourselves do know; 
I fear | wrong the honorable men Show you sweet Cesar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb 
Whose dagrers have stabbed Cesar; I do fear it. mouths, 
2d Ple. They were traitors: Honorable men! | And bid them speak for me. But were I Brutus, 
All the Ple. The will! the testament! And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ?; Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Cesar, In every wound of Cesar, that should move 
And let me show you him that made the will. —_' The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 
Shill I descend ? And will you give me leave ? All the Ple. We'll mutiny ! 
2d Ple. Descend: you shall have leave. 2d Ple. We'll burn the house of Brutus! 
All the Ple. Come down! Come down! [st Ple. Away, tlien, come, seek the conspirators. 
[ANTONY quits the rostrum. Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me | 
lst Ple. Room for Mark Antony—most noble speak. 
Antony! All the Ple. Peace, ho! . 
All the Ple. Stand back! Room! Bear back! Ant: Why, friends you go to do you know not 
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to shed them what ; 


now ; Wherein hath Ceesar thus deserved your loves? 
You all do know this mantle: I remember You have forgot the will I told you of. 


4th Ple. Oh, traitors, villains ! 


The first time ever Cesar put it on; 
*T was on a summer’s evening, in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervii: 


Look, in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through : 


See what a rent the envious Casca made: 
Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabbed ; 
And, as he plucked his cursed steel away, 

Mark how the blood of Cesar followed it, 

As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 

If Brutus so unkindly knocked, or no! 

For Brutus, as you know, was Cesar’s angel: 


Judge, oh you gods, how dearly Ciesar Joved him ! 


2d Ple. Most true; the will; let’s stay and hear 
the will. 


Ant. Here is the will, and under Cesar’s seal. 


To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every several man, seventy-five drachmas. 


2d Ple. Most noble Cesar 
death! . 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

All the Ple. Peace, ho! 

Ant. Moreover he hath left vou all his walks, 


we'll revenge his 


His private arbors and new-planted orchards 


° -—" - — en 
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On this side Tiber: he hath left them. you, 
This was the worst, unkindest cut of all: And to your heirs forever, 
For, when the noble Ciesar saw him stab, To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitor’s arms, | Here was a Caesar! When comes such another ? 
Quite vanquished him: then bursthismighty heart; 2d Ple. Never, never! Come, away, away ! 
And, in his mantle muffiing up his face, We'll burn his body in the holy place, 
Even at the base of Pompey’s statue, ‘And, with the brands, fire the traitors’ houses. 
Which all the while ran blood, great Cesar fell. | Take up the body. 
Oh, what a fall was there, my countrymen! [ They raise the hearse onwhichC ZSAR’S body lies. 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,  |st Ple. Go, fetch fire. Pluck down benches— 
Whilst bloody treason tlourished over us. 3d Ple. Pluck down forms, windows, anything. 
Oh, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel | 4th Ple. Come, brands, ho! fire-brands. 
The dint of pity: these are gracious drops, | Ist Ple. To Brutus’! to Cassius’! burn all 
Kind souls ! What, weep vou, when vou but behold) 2d Ple. Some to Decius’ house, and some to 
Our Cesar’s vesture wounded?) Look vou here, — , Casca's. 
Here is himself, marred, as you see, with traitors.; 3d Ple. Some to Treboniuy’. 
Ist Ple. Oh, piteous spectacle! | <All the Pleo Away! Go! [dereunt the PLE- 
2d Ple. Oh, noble Civsar ! | BEIANS, R., bearing C¥SAR’S body, with 
3d Ple. Oh, woeful day! | great noise and tunadt. 
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14 JULIUS CAESAR. [Act IV, Scene 2. 
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Ant. [c., alone, and in a tone of exultation, Enter Cassius, TREBONIUS, TITINIUS, PINDA- 
looking after the rabble.] Now let it work : RUS, Gn EAGLE, LICTORS, €c., R. 


Mischief, thou art afoot, Cas. [c.] Most noble brother, you have done 


Take thou what course thou wilt ! How now, fellow? me wrong. 
Enter FLAVIUS, hastily. Bru. [c.] Judge me, you gods! Wrong I mine 
: ae enemies ? 

jhe, ct ad ag aieaey, Come Wy nome: And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother ? 
Fila. He and Lepidus are at Cwsar’s house. Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides 
Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him: 4 Niece Ax iciguis 

He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, ae ¥ Oa you ta eee 

And, in this mood, will give us anything. Dsatrhosssomanss Pua ego i: 
Fila. I heard him say Brutus and Cassius 'Speak your griefs softly—I do know you well: 


ir ' Before the eyes of both our armies nere, 
areue Balser tates ns ae — one ‘Which should perceive nothing but love from us, 


, Let us not wrangle: Bid them move away ; 
Pore ae Oe ome eeeeane nes . en in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs, 


And I will give you audience. . 
Cas. Pindarus, 
ACT LV. Bid our commanders lead their charges off 


; . A little from this ground. 
ScENE I.—A Plain near Sardis. The Camp of [Exeunt pees ARUS, EAGLE, LIcToRS, &c. 


Brutus. A flourish of Trumpets. BRUTUS, Bru. Metellus. do the like: 
VARRO, Lucius, and others, without, L. ! [Exeunt METELLUS, EAGLE, LICTORS, é€c. 
Bru. Stand here. Give the word, ho! andstand. | And let no man 
Var. Stand! Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Luc. Stand! [Flourish of trumpets. Exeunt L. 
Enter L., BRUTUS, VARRO, Lucius, an EAGLE, a 
LICTORS, éc.,meeting METELLUS@nd PINDARUS. ScENE II.—The Tent of BRuTUS. A table, papers, 
Bru. What now, Metellus? Is Cassius near ? chairs, cushions, &c. 
Met. He is at hand; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. Enter CASSIUS and BRUTUS, L. U. E. 
PINDARUS gives a lecter to BRUTUS.' Cas. [R. C.] That you have wronged me doth 


Bre fe) e greets me well. Your master, | appear in this: 

arus, 'You have condemned and noted Lucius Pella, 

In his own change, or by ill officers, For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 

Hath given me some worthy cause to wish | Wherein, my letters, praying on his side, 

Things done, undone: but, if he be at hand, Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 

I shall be satistied. Bru. [c.] You wronged yourself to write in such | 
Pin. I do not doubt @ case. 

But that my noble master will appear Cas. In such a time as this, it is not meet 

Such as he is, full of regard and honor. ; That every nice offense should bear bis comment. 
Bru. He is not doubted. [£.rit PINDARUS, R. Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 

A word, Metellus: | Are much condemned to have an itching palm ; 

How he received you, let me be resolved. To sell and mart your offices for gold 
Met. With courtesy, and with respect enough, To undeservers. 

But not with such familiar instances, | Cas. I an itching palm! 

Nor with such free and friendly conference .You know that you are Brutus that speak this, 

As he hath used of old. ‘Or, bythe gods, this speech were else your last. 
Bru. Thou,hast described | Bru. Remember March—the Ides of March re- 

A hot friend cooling: Ever note, Metellus, | member! 


When love begins to sicken and decay, 


‘Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake ? 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 


| What villian touched his body, that did stab, 


There are no tricks in plain and simple faith; And not for justice? What, shall one of us, 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, That struck the foremost man of all this world, 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle; ‘But for supporting robbers—shall we now 

But when they should endure the bloody spur =| Contaminate our fingers with base bribes, 


They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades, And sell the mighty space of our large honors 
Sink in the trial. [A distant sound of trumpets. For so much trash as may be grasped thus ? 


Comes his army on? I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
Met. They mean this night in Sardis to be quar- Than such a Roman. 
tered ; Cas. Brutus, bay not me; 


The yreater part, the horse in general, ‘Tl not endure it: I am a soldier, I, 
Are vome with Cassius. [Zrumpets sound nearer. Older in practice, abler than’ yourself 


Bre. Hark, he is arrived. To make conditions. 

[Cassius, TREBONIUS, TITINIUS, PINDARUs, Bre. Go to: you're not, Cassius. 
without R. Cas. Iam. 
Cas. [R. c.] Stand, bo! Bru. T say you are not. 
Tre. Stand. Cas. Urge me no more: I shall forget myself: 
Tit. Stand. ; Have mind upon vour health, tempt me no further. 
Pin. Stand. | Bru. Away, slight man! 
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Cas. 18 ’t possible ? 

Bru. Hear me, for I will speak. 
Must I give way and room to your rash choler? 
Shall I be frighted when a madman stares? 


Checked like a bondman: all his faults observed, 
Set in a note-book, learned and conned by rote, 


| To cast into my teeth. Oh, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes! There is my dagger, ' 


Cas. Ye gods! ye gods! Must I endure all this?’ And here my naked breast; within, a heart 


Bru. [nearer.| All this? aye, more! 
your proud heart break. 

Go, show your slaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble: Must I budge? 
Must I observe you? Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humor ?—by the gods 
You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 
Though it do split you; for, from this day forth, 


_ Yl use you for my mirth—yea, for my laughter— 


When you are waspish. 
Cas. Is it come to this? 
Bru. You say you are a better soldier: 
Let it appear so; make your vaunting true, 
And it shall please me well: for mine own part, 
I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 
Cas. You wrong me, every way you wrong me, 
Brutus; 
I said an elder soldier, not a better: 
Did I say better ? 
Bru. If you did, I care not. 
Cas. When Cesar lived, he durst not thus have 
moved me. 
Bru. Peace! peace! you durst not so have tempt- 
ed him. 
. I durst not? 


. No. | 

Cas. What? durst not tempt him ?f 

Bru. For your life you durst not. 

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love; 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats; 
For I am armed so strong in honesty, 
That they pass by me as the idle wind 
Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me; 
For I can raise no money by vile means; 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 


_ From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash, 


By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 


_ Which youdenied me: Was that done like Cassius? 


Should I have answered Caius Cassius so? 


‘ When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 
' To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 


Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces! 

Cas. I denied you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Cas. I did not: He was but a fool 


. That brought my answer back. Brutus hath rived 


my heart: 

A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities ; 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. I do not, till you practice them on me. 
Cas. You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 
Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 


Bru. [R. c.] A flatterer’s would not, though 


they do appear as huge as high Olympus. 
Cas. [L. c.] Come, Antony, and young Octa- 
vilus, come, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius ; 
For Cassius is aweary of the world ; 
Hated by one he loves; braved by his brother ; 


Fret till’ Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold: 


a that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth; 

'I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart: 
Strike as thou didst at Cesar: for, I know, 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst him 

better : 
Than ever thou lovedst Cassius. 
Bru. Sheathe your dagger; 
Be angry when you will, it shall have scope; 
Do what you will, dishonor shall be humor. 
Oh, Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire, 
Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark, 
And straight is cold again. 
Cas. Hath Cassius lived 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-tempered, vexeth him ? 
Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-tempered too. 
Cas. Do you confess so much? Give me your 


hand. 
Bru. [both embrace, c.} And my heart too. 
Cas. Oh, Brutus! 


Bru. What’s the matter ? 

Cas. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When that rash humor which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful f 

Bru. Yes, Cassius: and henceforth, 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 
Metellus and Titinius ! 


Enter TITINIUS and METELLUS. 


Bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 
Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Trebonius 
with you | 
Immediately to us. [Ezeunt TITIN. and METEL. 
Bru. Lucius! 
Enter LUCIUS, R. U. E. 


A bow] of wine. [Exit LUCIUS, R. U. E. 

Cas. I did not think you could have been so 

angry. 

Bru. Oh, Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use, 
If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. [c.] No man bears sorrow better; Portia 

is dead. 

Cas. Ha! Portia? 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cas. How’scaped [ killing, when I crossed you sof 
Oh, insupportable and touching loss! 
Upon what sickness ? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence— 
And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have madethemselvessostrong; for with herdeath 
That tidings came: with this she fell distract, 
And, her attendants absent, swallowed fire. 

Cas. And died so ? % 

Bru. Even so. 

Cas. Ob, ye immortal gods. 


' Enter Lucius, with a taper, and VARRO, with a 
jar of wine anda goblet. Lucits places the taper 
on the table, and takes the jar from V ARRO. 


Bru. Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl 
of wine ; [Takes the goblet. 
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16 JULIUS CESAR. [Act IV, Scone 2. | 
In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. (Drinks. | If at Phillippi we do face him there, ! 
Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge: ; These people at our back. | 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’erswell the cup; Cas. Hear me, good brother. | 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love. [Drinks.| Bru. Under your pardon, you must note beside 3 
[Hreunt VaRRO and Lucius. | That we have tried the utmost of our friends; 
| Enter T1TINIUs, TREBONIUS, and METELLUS, R. at pes ree fr eae ae De 
_ Bru. Come in, Titinius ;—Welcome, good Tre- | We, at the height, are ready to decline. 3 
bonius. There is a tide in the affairs of men, 3 
Now sit we close about this taper here, Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; ; 
And call in question our necessitics. Omitted, all the voyage of their life ; 
[(TREBONIUS, TITINIUS, and METELLUS sit.|Is bound in shallows and in miseries. 

Cas. Le C. aside.] Portia, art thou gone? On such a full sea are we now afloat ; 

Bru. No more, I pray you. _ |And we must take the current when it serves, 
BRUTUS and CASSIUS retire to the table and sit. | Or lose our ventures. + 
rebonius, I have here received letters Cas. Then, with your will, go on; i: 

That young Octavius and Mark Antony We'll along ourselves and meet them at Phillippi. '$ 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, '¢ 
Bending their expedition towards Phillippi. And nature must obey necessity. 3 
Tre. Myself have letters of the self-same tenor. There is no more to say ? 
Bru. With what addition ? | Cas. [R., going L.] No more; good night. 
| Lre. That, by proscription and bills of outlawry, Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus Bru. [L., going R.] Lucius, my gown. Farewell, '3 
_ Have put to death a hundred senators. good Trebonius ; . 
Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree; | Good night, Titinius. Noble, noble Cassius, ; 
Mine speak of seventy senators that died Good night, and good repose. t 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.* Cas. [meet at c.] Ob, my dear brother, , 
Cas. Cicero one ? This was an ill beginning of the night. 
Tre. Ay, Cicero is dead, _ Never come such division ‘tween our souls! 
And by that order of proscription. Let it not, Brutus. 
Brutus, had you your letters from your wife ? Bru. Everything is well. 3 
| Bru. No, 'Trebonius. ; Good night, good brother; farewell, every one. 3 
_ Tre. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? ~°(Hreunt Cassius, TITINIUS, TREBONIUS, and |3 

Bru. Nothing, Trebonius. : METELLUS. z 

Tre. That, methinks, is strange. | ; 

Bru. Why ask you? Hear you aught of her Enter Lecius with a gown and book. B 

in yours? ‘Give me my book. [LUCIUS gives the book. ; 

Tre. No, Brutus. ‘Where is thy instrument? ‘$ 

Bru. (rises.] Now, as you are a Roman, tell’ Luc. Here in the tent. (Goes for his lute. (¢ 

me true. Bru. What, thou speak’st drowsily } 3 
| Tre. [rises.| Then, like a Roman, hear the|/ Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’er- '¢ 

truth [ tell; watched. F 
| For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. ; Call Varro and some other of my friends ; 

Bru. Why, farewell, Portia! -Pll haye them sleep on cushions in my tent. ! 

[They all rise and advance. | Luc. Metellus! Varro! 
We must die, Trebonius. E ) 
With meditating that she must dic once, Enter METELLUS and VARRO, L. U. E. es 
I have the patience to endure it now. Bru. [R., I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent and | 
Cas. [R. c.] Even so great men great tosses sleep; : 
should endure. It may be I shall raise you by and by + 
, Ihave as much of this in art as you, On business to my brother Cassius. : 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. | Met. So please you, we will stand and watch ; 
| Bru. [c.] Well, to our work alive. What do: your pleasure. 
| you think Bru. I will not have it so. Lie down, good sirs; |$ 
Of marching to Phillippi presently ? It may be I shall otherwise bethink me. > 
Cas. I do not think it good. METELLUS and VARRO retire and lie down L. U.E. | 
| Bru. Your reason? .Canst thou hold up thy heavy eves awhile 
| Cas. This it is: And touch thy instrument a strain or two ? 
'Tis better that the enemy seek us; Ie. Ay, my lord, an’ it please you. pd 
So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, Bru. It does, my boy. 
Doing himself offense ; whilst we, lying still, ‘T trouble thee too much; but thou art willing. ; 
Are full of rest, defense and nimbleness. Lue. It is my duty, sir. $ 
Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place to’ Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might. 
better. 'T know young bloods look tor a time of rest. ; 
¢ The people ‘twixt Philippi and this ground If I do live I will be good to thee. B 
¢; Do stand but in a forced attection ; | [Lucivs begins to play, but soon falls asleep. | ; 
+! For they have grudged us contribution. This is a mournful tune. Oh, murd’rous slumber! '¢ 
+ The enemy, marching along by them, Lav'st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy “s 
¢ By them shall make a fuller number up, That plays the music? Gentle knave, good night. F 
- Come on refreshed, new-added and encouraged; | I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee. : 
7 From which advantage shall we cut him off, If thou dost nod thou break’st thy instrument ; : 
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Act V, Scene 1.) JULIUS CHSAR. 17 

T’ll take it from thee. Bru. They stand, and would have parley. 

[Takes away the instrument and lays it on the table. | Words before blows: Is it so, countrymen ? 

So—good boy, good night. _ Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do. ' 

Let me see, let me see; is not the leaf turned down | Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes, | 

Where I left reading? [ Sits, c.] Here it is, I think. | Octavius. : 
Enter the Ghost of CmsaR, L. ' Ant. [R. c.] In your bad strokes, Brutus, you + 


give good words: 


How ill this taper burns. Ha! who comes here? : : 
I think it is the weakness of mine eyes | cae ples r bail —— ane 


That shapes this monstrous apparition. Cas. [L. c. ] Antony, 


It comes upon me! Art thou anything t The posture of your blows is yet unknown; | 


Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil 
That mak’st my blood cold and my hair to stare ?; BUY pat ee rob the Hybla bees, 


Speak to me, what thou art! Ant. Not stingless, too. | 


Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. Bru. Oh ‘ 
; : ‘ yes, and soundless, too 

pe RY yaa eda hal For you have stolen their buzzing, Antony, ' 
ost. 10 tell thee thou shalt see me at) and very wisely, threat before you sting. : 


Philippi. es . . 
Bru. Well; then I shall see thee again ? Ant. Psa you did not so when your vile 


gers bape are ap [GHOST vanishes. | Hacked one another in the sides of Cesar : | 
x ru. Why, I will see thee at Phillippi then. You showed your teeth like apes, and fawned like | 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanishest. hounds ! 
Nl spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. And bowed like bondmen, kissing Cresar’s feet ; 
Lucius: Metellus! Varro! Sirs, awake! Whilst damned Casca, like a cur behind, | 

Met. My lord: ‘Struck Ciesar on the neck. Oh, you flatterers! + 


oe a Hee (Together, advancing. Cas. Flatterers! Now, Brutus, thank yourself : 

es she a This tongue had not offended so to-day, : 
ru. [c.] Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your] Tf Cassins might have ruled. | 
sleep ? Oct. [R.] Come, come, the cause; if arguing | 


Met. [{c.] Did we, my lord? 

Bru. Ay; saw you anvthing? 
Met. No, my lord; I saw nothing. 
Bru. Go and commend me to my brother 


makes us sweat, 
~ The proof of it will turn to redder drops. | 
Look—I draw a sword against conspirators: 
When think you tkat the sword goes up again? 


Cassius. : 3 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, | Be areca. i ul ee unds 
And we will follow. [Bxeunt L. U. E. ‘Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 


= | - Bru. tae thou cou not a he traitors’ hands, 
nless thou bring’st them with thee. 
ACT V. Oct. So I hope ; 
SCENE I.—The Plains of Phillippi. .A flourish of I was not born to die on Brutus’ sword. 
trumpets. Enter, R.. ANTONY, OCTAVIUS, FLA-, Bre. Oh, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
VIUSs, CLITUS, STRATO, STANDARDS S. P. Q.! Young man, thou could’st not die more honorable. | 
R., GOLDEN EAGLES, LICTORS, and GUARDS. Cas. A peevish school-boy, worthless of such 


Oct. [R.] Now, Antony, our hopes are answered: ' , . honor, | 
You said the enemy would not come down, one rs eree tn a reveler. 
But keep the hills and upper regions: | ae ¢ arene ies | 
ee not so: their battles are at hand: Denne at pate ate ei iter teeth : 
Ansveriag belore pecker P rere, Tfyou dare ght to-day, come to the fel 

Ant. [C.} Tut, I am intheir bosoms, and I know Jf Dot, when you have stomachs. [Flourish of 
Wherefore they do it: they could be content trumpets. Kxeunt OCTAVIUS, ANTONY, and their 


————_ 


| 
To visit other places; and come down ATTENDANTS. . 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face, | Cas. Why Rei oo wind! swell, billow! and 
Tofsten in our thoughts that they have courage; The Pilea ips Aacalonthe heel 
ut ’tis not so. | ( j 
Enter SERVIUS, L. , Most noble Brutus, 


The gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age! 

But, since the affairs of men rest still uncertain, 
| Let’s reason with the worst that may befal. 

Tf we lose this battle, then is this 


Ser. Prepare you, generals: 
The enemy comes on in gallant show ; 
Their bloody sign of battle is hung out, 
ary nae ne done immediately. 

nt. Octavius, lead your battle softly on, The very last time we shall speak together : 

Upon the left hand of the even field. What are you then deveranmied tod? 

Oct. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left.; By» Even by the rule of that philosophy 

Ant. Why do you cross me in this exigent ? By which I did blame Cato for the death 

Oct. I do not cross you ; but I will do so. Which he did give himself :—I know not how, 

[A flourish of trumpets. ‘ardly and vi 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 

Enter, t., Casstus, Brutus, TREBONIUS, ME- For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 

TELLUS, TITINIUS, PINDARUS, ENSIGN OF The time of life :—armning myself with patience, 

BATTLE, STANDARDS S. P. Q. R., SILVER To stay the providence of some high powers 

EAGLES, LIcToRS, and GUARDS. That govern us below. : 
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JULIUS CAHSAR. 


18 
Cas. Then, if we lose this battle, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Through the streets of Rome? 
Bru. No, Cassius, no; think not, thou noble 
Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mind. But thissame day 
Must end that work the Ides of March begun ; 
And whether we shall meet again I know not, 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take: 
Forever and forever, farewell, Cassius ! 
If we do meet again, why, we shall smile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 
Cas. Forever and forever, farewell, Brutus ! 
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed ; 
Ifnot, ’tistrue this parting was well made. 


might know 
The end of this day’s business, ere it come! 
But it sufficeth that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. Come, ho! away! 
[Flourish of trumpets. Exeunt R. 


a th ee 


ScENE II.—The Plains of Phillinpi. 
| of the field. Alarums. 


| Enter CASSIUS, R. 8. E., with an Eagle in his 
| hand, and TREBONIUS. : 


Another part 


| 


| Cas. (c.) Oh, look, Trebonius! look! the villains 


| Myself have to mine own turned enemy : 
This ensign here of mine was turning back; 
I slew the coward, and did take it from him. 


$ 
; Tre. Oh, Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early, 
_ Who, having some advantage on Octavius, 

Took it too eagerly; his soldiers fell to spoil, 

| Whilst we by Antony are all enclosed. [Alarums. 
> 
: 


Enier PINDARUS, L. 


Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off ; 
Mark Antony isin your tents, my lord: 
Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off. 
Cas. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Tre- 
bonius: 
Are those my tents where I perceive the fire ? 
[Alarums. 


Tre. They are, my lord. 

Cas. Trebonius, if thou lov’st me, 
Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 
And here again, that I may rest assured 
Whether yond’ troops are friend or enemy. 

Tre. I will be here again, even with a thought. 

Exit B. 

Cas. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill; 
My sight was ever thick; regard Trebonius, 
And tell me what thou not’st about the field. 

[Exit PINDARTS, R. 
This day I breathed first ; time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there shall I end; 


| My life is run his compass.—Sirrah, what news ? 

Pin, [without.]) Oh, my lord! 

Cas. at news? 

Pin. aes Trebonius is 

_ Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 

_ Make to him on the spur; yet he spurs on: 
Now they are almost on him. Now, Trebonius! 

_ Now some ‘light! Oh, he ‘lights too! he’s ta’en. 
And hark— 

| [Shouts and flourish of trumpets. 

They shout for joy. 
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Bru. Why, then, lead on. Oh, that a man|q 


Cas. Come down, behold no more. 
Oh, coward that I am, to live so long, 
To see my best friend ta’en before my face! 


Enter PINDARUS, R. S. E. 


Come hither, sirrah : 

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner ; 

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life, 

That whatsoever I did bid thee do, 

Thou pea attempt it. Come now, keep thine 
oath ! 

Now be a freeman; and, with this good sword 

That ran through Cesar’s bowels, search this 
bosom. ' 

Stand not to answer: Here, take thou the hilts; 

And, when my face is covered, as ’tis now, 

uide thou the sword. 


'[PINDARUS takes the sword, and CASSIUS runs 


| 


upon it; he falls, c. 
Cesar, thou art revenged, 
Even with the sword that killed thee.  [Dies. 
Pin. So am I free; yet would not so have been, 

Durst I have done my will. Oh, Cassius! 
Far from this country Pindarus shall run, 
Where never Roman shall take note of him. 

[Hatt L. Alarums. 


Enter TREBONIUS, with a laurel crown on his 
, and TITINIUS. 


Tit. It is but change, Trebonius; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power, 
As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. 

Tre. These tidings will well comfort Cassius. 

Tit. Where did you leave him ? 

‘Tre. All disconsolate, 
With Pindarus, his bondman, on this hill. 

Tit. [sees Cassius’ body.) Is not that he that 

lies upon the ground f 

Tre. He lies not like the living. Oh, my heart! 
Mistrust of my success hath done this deed. 
What, Pindarus! Where art thou, Pindarus f 

Tit. Seek him. Trebonius, while I go to bring 
The noble Brutus to this piercing sight. 

[Exit TITINITS, R. 

Tre. Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius? 
Did I not meet thy fri¢nds? and did not they 
Put on my brow this wreath of victory, 
And bid me give ’t thee? Didst thou not hear 

their shouts? 

Alas! thou hast misconstrued everything. 


Enter TITINIUS, BRUTUS, METELLUS, LUCIUS, 
VARRO. STANDARDS 8S. P. Q. &., SILVER 
EAGLES, LICTORS and GUARDS, R. S. E. and U. E. 


Bru. [n.] Where, where, Titinius, doth his 
body lie? 
Tit. Lo, yonder; and Trebonius sag it. 
Bru. (bending over Cassius’ body.] Oh, Julius 
Cesar, thou art mighty yet; 
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
In our own proper entrails. 
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well ! 
It is impossible that ever Rome | 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, lowe more tears 
To this dead man than you shall see me pay. 
Stoop, soldiers, stoop, and bear the body hence. 
[SOLDIERS prepare to bear the body away. 
Now let us to the field ; for vet, ere night, 
We will try fortune in a second fight. 
[Alurwms. Scene changes. 


{Act V, Scene 2. 
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Act V, Scene 4.} JULIUS 


ScENE III.—The Plains of Phillippi. Another 

part of the fields. Alarums. 
Enter FLAvVIUS, TITINIUS, SERVIUS, STANDARDS | 
S. P. Q. &., SILVER EAGLES, LICTORS and. 


GUARDS. 


Fla. (R.] Run, ho! Tell Antony Brutus is ta’en. 
Ser. Here comes the General. 

[Flourish of trumpets. | 

Enter, R., ANTONY, CLITUS, STRATO, STANDARDS 

S. P. Q. R., GOLDEN EAGLES, LICTORS and. 

GUARDS. : 


Fla. Brutus is ta’en, my lord; Brutus is ta’en. | 
Ant. [R. c.] Where is he? 
Tit. [L. c.] Safe, Antony; Brutus is safe enough: 
I dare assure thee that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus ; 
The gods defend him from so great a shame ! 
When you do find him, or alive or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himself. 
Ant. Keep this man safe, 
Give him all kindness: I had rather have 
Such men my friends than enemies. 
This is not Brutus, sirs; but I assure you, 
A prize well worth a soldier’s arm. -Go on, 
And see whe’r Brutus be alive or dead: 
And bring us word unto Octavius’ tent, 
How everything is chanced. 
[Flourishoftrumpets. Exeunt SERVIUS, FLAVIUS, 
L. ANTONY, TITINIUS, CLITUS, STRATO, &€., R. 


i] 
, 


ScENE IV.—The Plains of Phillippi. Another 
part of the field. A retreat sounded. 


Enter BRUTUS, METELLUS, VARRO and LUCIUS. | 


Bru. (c.] Come, poor remains of friends, let’s” 
rest us here. 
Slaying is the word ; 
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Lucius. 
[Whispering to LUCIUS. | 
Luc. What, I, my lord? No, not for all the 
world. 
Bru. Peace, then, no words. 
Luc. Vil rather kill myself. 
Bru. Come hither, good Metellus: [METELLUS 
advances.| List a word : 
The ghost of Czesar hath appeared to me | 
| 


Two several times by night; at Sardis once; 
And this last night, here in Phillippi’s fields. 
I know my hour has come. 

Met. Brutus! not so. 

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is. 
Thou see’st the world, Metellus, how it goes. ! 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit; 
It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, , 
Than tarry till they push us. Good Metellus, | 
Thou knowest that we two went to school to-| 

gether ; 


\ 


JULIUS C-ESAR.—Scarlet toga, buff hose, seurlet sandals. 


black sandals. Second dress: Scarlet and guld Rowan uniform. 


OCTAVIUS CESAR.—Scarlet toga, scarlet sandals. 


BRUTUS, and all the Conspirators.— First dress: White toga, | PORTIA.—White and gold, with a searlet robe. 
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MARK ANTONY. .—First dress: White toga. but! hose nil 
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Even for that our love of old, I pray thee 
Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it. 
Met. Brutus, that’s not an office for a friend. 
[Alarums. 
Luc. Fly, fly, my lord! there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewell to you; and you; and you, Me- 
tellus ; 
Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy that yet, in all my life, 
I found no man but he was true to me. 
I shall have glory by this losing day, 
More than Octavius and Mark Antony 
By their vile conquest shall attain unto. 
Retire, and let me think awhile. 
[They withdraw to a little distance, I,.U. E. 

Luc. Look, he meditates. 

Met. Now is that noble vessel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. This was the justest cause that ever men 
Did draw their swords for; and the godsrenounceit. | 
Disdaining life, to live a slave in Rome, 

Thus Brutus strikes his last for liberty. 

Farewell, [He stabs himself. 

Beloved country! Cesar, now be still; 

I killed not thee with half so good a will. [Dies. 
[A flourish of trumpets. 


Enter, B., OCTAVIUS, ANTONY, TITINIUS, SERVI- | 
Us, FLavius, CLITUS, STRATO, STANDARDS, 
StaR S. P. Q. R., GOLDEN EAGLES, SILVER 
EAGLES, LICTORS and GUARDS. 


Oct. What man is that ? 
Tit. [R.] ’Tis Brutus’ man. Where is thy mas- 
ter, Lucius ? | 
Luc. Free from the bondage you are in, Titinius; | 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him | 
For Brutus only overcame himself, 
And no man else hath honor by his death. 
Tit. So Brutus should be found. I thank thee, 
Brutus, 
That thou hast proved Titinius’ saying true. 
Oct. All that served Brutus, I will entertain them. 
Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all: 
All the conspirators, save only he, 
Did that they did in envy of great Cesar ; 
He only, in a general honest thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle; and the elements 
So mixed in him, that Nature might stand up, 
And say to all the world, *‘ This was a man!” 
Oct. According to his virtue let us use him, 
With all respect and rites of burial. 
Ant. Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie, 
Most like a soldier ordered honorably. 
So call the field to rest, and let’s away, 
To part the glories of this happy day. 
[Flourish of martial instruments. Exeunt. 


? 


THE END. 


buff hose and black sandals. Second dress: Scarlet and gold 


Roman uniforms, 
LICTORS.—Searlet Roman costume, trimmed with orange. 
PLEBEIANS.—Drab and brown cominon dresses. 
CALPHURNIA.—White and silver. 
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‘That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some mevit.”—DR. JOHNSON. 
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A Farce, in One Act. 


BY ILLION DAVEAU. 


CHARACTERS. 


Nanitiel JTURe@cs occas caw css ecew es eee rn cs wsd An Amateur Farmer. 
Dickey O70 c.cc0ccetess seecetatewe ce esones Farm-hand to Jukes 
Neighbor Cremeltp.ccccacceccenveneccseeeeeees An Elderly Farmer. 
Losptur Boast... ccescecees ee ee rae Jukes’ Father-in-Law. 
Nirge LGUs Thoda 4 snakes thas eww ene neees Jukes’ Mother-in-Law. 
Na TI ws 5 a owe PEASE SRE EE A QVoman of much Work 
Nelind Crentel.cccceeeeceee A Potion! Maiden of doubtful years 
Bettys. cecess A Servant who is Farming out Plans for the Future. 


Etits anp ENtRaNces.—R. means Richt: L. Left; R. D. Right Door; L. 
DD. Left Door: S. E. 
Door. RELATIVE Positroxs.—R. means Richt; 
Richt Centre: L. ¢. Lett Centre, &c. The reader 
Stage, facing the audience. 


L. Left; C. Centre; R. C. 
is supposed to be un the 


SCENE.—A Picturesque Landscape, forming a 
part of the Farm of JUKES, at Gossipville ; 
supposed to be situated near @ Railroad Station. 
A wooden fence runs across the stage at back, 
with a rough though neat gate, which is closed 
by a ball and chain; a rustic bench R.1 ©., 
placed diagonally, with its back to house. The 
house standing L. covering the two first en- 
trances ; through a window on L. of door is 
seen a neatly furnished room, with awell-stocked 
library case, table, de. An arbor R.2 E., &c., 
the whole bearing the air of an opulent furm. 
Ground cloth down. 


As curtain rises BETTY enters from house, carry- 
ing a milk pal. 


Betty. [speaking of L.] Hurry indeed, mum! it’s 


hurry trom morning till night! [Comes down.) 1. 


never seed sich a missus afore; why, it be worser 
nor slavervy—‘‘ Betty, do this! 
now, that ain’t right—will vou never learn? oh! 
vou lazy hussy: can’t you hurry?” (Enter Dicky 
hy qate and comes down to BETTY’SR., unperceived 
by her.) I won't stand it no longer, I won't. 
[Stamps ima rage. 

Dick. What be the rumpus, Betty ? 

Betty. Rumpus, indeed! why, things in this 
house be vetting worser and worser. I don't have 
an hour to mvself from one week to t’other. It’s 
shuneful, it is! 

Dick, Yes, that it be, Betty. Mrs. Jukes be a 
eonml-hearted woman, if she bas her own way— 
and she generally doves—but then she’s a regular 


Entered accordin.s to Act of Congress, In the year 1875, by WHEAT & CORNETT, In the Office 
of the Librarian of Congress, at Washinaton, D. C. 


. tother. 


Second Entrance; U. FE. Upper Entrance, M.D. Middle | 


Betty, do that! 


r 


worker—a moneymorenac I believe they calls ’em. 
Mrs. Jukes said as how they must go a-farming. 
Well, Mr. Jukes went and done it, just to please 
her, though he don’t know anything about it—he 
leaves all to me. Betty, if Ihbad his money, I 
wouldn't let no Mrs. Jukes martyrize me. Look 
at him now! what alife his’n is, what with being 
hen-pickled—. 

Betty. Hen-pecked, Dicky. 

Dick. Well, never mind; one be as bad as 
And then she’s always throwing her re- 
lations at his head, because they are more ’risto- 
cratic than his’n. I tell you what, Betty, one’s 
relations are a hard thing to digest. I like ’em a 
good way ott—the further the better. 


| Betty. You be a fylosepher, Dicky. ° 


Dick. What be that, Betty? 

Betty. Why, a man who tries to make people be- 
lieve he knows more nor anybody else. 

Dick. No, I be’nt such a fool as I look; but 
Isay, Betty, [leering at her] when is it to be ? 

Betty. When is what to be? 

Dick. Why, the—the happy day. 

Betty. I never expect to see any here. 

Dick. [nervously.] I mean—that is—I refer to 
the time when we—you and me—be tied together 
like a bundle of sparrow-grass! 
| Betty. ea Oh, crickey ! don’t flurry one 
so. You be the most impatient sweetheart what 
IT ever did see! Dearie me, you're at it ten times 
a day, you flusterone so that—that— 

Dick. (kissing her.} A kiss seals the bargain. 
You are to me— 
| Mrs. J. [within.] A brazen lazy hussy, that’s 
what she is! 


Enter Mrs. JUKES from house in a rage; her 
sleeves rolled ap and arms covered with flour ; a 
rolling-pin in right hand; her face and dress 
dauhed with four. Dicky retires to arbor. 


Mrs. J. What! watching how your finger-nails 
grow? Oh, vou jade! take that milk into the house! 

Betty. What milk ? 

Mrs. J. What milk! what have you in that pail 
if it isn’t— 


| Betty. Nothin’ as yet. 


Mrs. J. |sereeching.| Do you mean to say you 
haven't got the milk yet ? 

Betty. Not vet, mum! 

Mrs. J. [sarcastically, and with arms a-kimto. } 
Now if T ever! [Breaking out.) Oh, you—yvou 
contemptible hussy! Here am I with but one pair 
ot hands— 

Betty. Well, mum, IT don’t know as I ever seed 
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Scene 1.] THE lca dove OF men aon 2. 


any female woman with more nor two hands; but. them the cholera has broken out—the cows have 
I knows some who talks as if they had ten the measles—the dogs the pip, and that the 


tongues ! | Runs of R. U. EB. jchickens have given ninety-nine unassuming | 


Mrs. J. [throwing rolling-pin after her.| ‘The farmers the hydrophobia! Tl telegraph at once: 
hussy ! the—oh! [Seeing Dicky, who comes down Mrs. J. Why, you fool—ha! ha! ha! it’s too 
R. C.] Well, if I ever! Here’s another lazy one. ‘late, they’d never get it—thank goodness : 


Well, sir, what are you doing ? Jukes. Mrs. J., the electric current is instan- 
Dick. scratching his head.) Nothin’, mum! taneous. If we can receive a telegram from 
Mrs. J. So I see, you lazy lout! What are you , Europe several hours before they send it, I see no 

staring at, sir ? ‘reason why your confounded parents should not 
Dick. [innocentl: y.) Nothin’, mum! ‘receive one at a shorter distance. 

Mrs. J. [{ furiously.] Do you mean to insinuate, Mrs. J. Mr. J., now listen tome! If youdonot. | 
that I am nothing ? ' ‘treat my dear pa and ma with proper respect, 
Dick. Oh, no, mum; you be tworolled into one. then ’— 
Ho! ho! ho! [Exit through gate c. | Jukes. Well. you'll what? 


Mrs. J. The lazy, impertinent set! The more! Mrs. J. [cooling down.) I know what I'll do! 

I do, the more I have to do. There’s that morose Jukes. [tuuntingly.) Do you? It will be for 
husband of mine, forever croaking about the ex- the first pare then. 

pense of farming, and slandering my dear pa and Ars. J. ae ede .] Oh, you brute! You are— 
ma. Then there’s that old maiden sister of a) ere comes that deceitful old maid ! 
Cremely’s, with her everlasting preaching about! Vll go in and watch them through the blinds. 
the ‘‘uncongeniality of married life,” and poetical [Exit into house after darting several severe 
quotations, who will monopolize Juke’s spare | 94 nces at JUKES. 

moments, and—ah! yes—certainly, now I think’ Jwkes. [solus.] I wonder what the penalty 
of it, why are they so much together? I don’t like ' would be if I murdered my mother-in-law ? Would 
it! I shall keep my eye open—yes, I’ll keep my | any dozen of my intelligent fellow-citizens bring in 
two eyes open! a verdict of justifiable homicide? I should hope 


so! There are times when a man loses all self- 
Enter JUKES, throuyh gate, in a great rage, crump- 


control. For instance, is it mght, is it fair, that 
le ee ee go hand ; he comes down and | this terrible incubus of married life, a mother-in- 


‘law, be allowed to disturb the serenity of a peaceful 


Mrs. J. Well? |domicile? If my mother-in-law would see the | 


Jukes. Well! no, it’s not well—it’s the reverse propriety of quietly ensconcing herself in her two- 
of well. Mrs. Jukes, the sponging authors of) story compartment, I would not complain—but she 


your existence have sent me another specimen of can’t—she won’t. She must prow] about and dis- | 
their confounded chirography. They inform mo pense her vile influence amongst my household ' 


that they intend to “come up” by the 1.10 train! | effects, its live stock and inhabitants. I'll put an 
I wish they’d go down to—well, never mind where. end to ‘it! ll do something desperate! I don’t say 
Mrs. J. [in glee.| Ob, I’m 50 glad ! exactly what, for I don’t exactly know, but never- 
Jukes. [morosely.] Of course you are, and there | theless it will be something desperate! [ Walks up 
we differ. Listen to the very erudite phrases and down violently and runs up against CREMELY, 
penned by that eccentric individual called your | who enters with SELINA, R. 3 E. 
“pa eiatiied .] ‘‘We intend tocomeuptoinhale: Cre. [in pain.] Eh! oh! mind what you're 
the refrigerant zephyrs of Gossipville. Mrs./about, will you! You’ve crushed my flour—I 
Boast has had another attack of dyspepsia, and | mean my corn, to farina! 
as our erudite adherent of Esculapiusrecommends, Jukes. [gazing at him bewildered.) Ah, yes—of 
her instant emigration to some therapeutic rural; course—pardon me! I thought it was them. 
retreat—in order to recuperate her nutrimental Cre. Them! who? 


stamina—I have chosen the occiduous village of! Jukes. [absently.] I thought they had come up! - 


Gossipville, and the inexhaustible hospitality of, Cre. What, the turnips? 
my dear son-in-law Jukes. As we find it impos-! Jukes. Damn the turnips! 


sible to remain with you more than three months, _— Sel. [affectedly.] Oh, brother, what uncongenial | 


make 10 unnecessary preparations. Will be with | language: 

you by two o'clock. Con amore.—Boast.” Now, Cre. [hurt.] Don’t turn up your nose at turnips, 

Mrs. Jukes, with all respect to your pa and ma, I sir; they are an excellent vegetable. ‘The man 

emphatically swear, declare, and aver that they | who has no love for turnips is—is—a—a— 

shall not ‘‘ come up. » [Pacing the stage furiously.' Jukes. [half aside.] Fool! tool: that I have 
Mrs. J. You brute! would you deny my dear been!:. 

parents a meal’s victuals ? '" Cre. [hearing fi rst part.) Eb? ob! well, you 
Jukes. A meal’s victuals! certainly not, if itdid know best about that, so I will not contradict Vou. 

but stop there, but it don’t; they are not well- bred Jukes. [to himself] Why did I leave the city, 

enough to know when to stop. my club, and that pocket companion of man’s 
Mrs. J. [wish you knew when to stop, sir! You liberty—the latch-key? Because I was fool 

know. my dear mamma has the dyspepsia, so that—-. enough to listen to the tempting voice of Mrs. J., 


Jukes. I deny it! It is nothing more nor Jess who thought farming would give full seope to her | 


than eupepsy—all gourmands have it. | brooms, br ushes, and cleaning paraphernalia: 
Mrs. J. [crying.] It isn’t often they come up — Srl. [aside to CREMELY.] Brother, what is the 


here. matter with neighbor Jukes this morning? I cS | 


Jukes. Oh, no, they come up only once a year, ‘clare, he quite sliehts us! 
and stay nine months out of twelve. But they Cre. [to her.] Oh, I suppose he has had some 
shan’t come now. I'll send a telegram—I’ll tell rumpus with his Wife=kicked jhim out of bed, 
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 acith arms a-kimbo, looking down the road.\ T sity, 
~ neighbor—eh! what’s the matter with the man? 


| 
| 
: 
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| 
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22 THE PLAGUE OF MY LIFE. [Scene]. 


probably. [Aloud.] I say, neighbor, has anything Jukes. That I may whisper a question: you 
gone wrong with your potatoes 7 have often killed chickens, have you not? 
Jukes. Tae da Rot the potatoes! Cre. [not understanding.) Yes—that is—I— 
Cre. [interestedly.] The potatoes got the rot?’ Jukes. [mysteriously.] I have never done it! 
that’s unfortunate. Did you discover the cause ? I’ve seen it done! If I mistake not it is performed 
Jukes. [absently.] Grasshoppers! vermin! -by a quick manipulation of the hand, thus—[dm- 
Cre. Eh! grasshoppers: why, I never heard tates wringing a chicken’s neck|—it seems satis- 
that they— factory in theresult. [Placing his fingers around 
Jukes. [breaking out.) Cremely, what a dun- CREMELY’s neck, much to his discomsiture.] Do 
derheaded fellow you are! My wife’s confounded you think it would hurt much ? 
parents have taken root in a desire to come up: Cre. [trying to get away.] He’s mad! Yve no- 


here and plant themselves in my house; but I'll ticed it coming on for some time! Pl— 


prime, trim and graft their intentions, or you may, Jukes. [savagely.] Vl try it! 
set me down as a descendant of—. | Cre. [breaking away.) ’'m damned if you do! 

Cre. {thinkingly.] Grasshoppers! Did you say Let go, you blood-thirsty farmer! He must be 
srasshoppers— _looked after, or he’ll do a mischief: 

Jukes. Yes, and Vl say it again—social grass-. [Runs off R. 3 E. 
hoppers, who, with a hop-skip-and-jump, intrude Jukes. [looking after him.| That respectable 
themselves into families and strive to immolate ‘old turnip-grower evidently thinks there is some- 
our domestic telicities upon the altar of mother- | thing wrong! and he’s right—there are several 
in-law-ism : ‘things wrong—I’m wrong, consequently every- 

Sel. [affectedly.] Oh, Mr. Jukes, let not vour body else is wrong. [Looks at watch. | Ah! two 
speech teem with uncongeniality, but rather make o’clock! and that train is due. I don’t wish any- 
up your mind to exist cheerfully in your own little body harm, but I do wish that that train would 
domestic world. If, as the poet truthfully says, run off the track, or precipitate itself from some 
‘little birds in their little nests agree,” then | high bridgeor elevation! [Steam whistle very loud 
why cannot we? ‘and noise of an approaching train heard L. U. E. 

Jukes. [aside.| That old maid is a poetical fool.! Ah! it comes! the crisis is arrived—I’ll go and 

Cre. Neighbor, as my sister truly says, we gin—I mean ruminate! Be still, my brain, be 
should all get married. and— still! [Exit slowly R. 3. 

Sel. [horrified.] Brother, I said nothing of the; Boast. [without L. U. E.] Be careful with that 
kind! trunk, you fellow! be careful! Confound the 
mosquitoes, how they bite! 


Cre. Well, the sentiment was the same. You 
said we should all be bird like; did you ever peo, 
a bird without its mate? Eh? ha? ha! ha! I) Enter Mr. and Mrs. Boast through gute C., car- 
had you there, sister—he! he! _ | rying trunk, under the weight of which he strug- 

Sel. [eoith disgust.) Brother, you are rude in; gles, and BETty «ith band-bores, bundles, &¢., 
your comparisons. [ will leave you and seek ali of which they place in Sront of house. 
more congenial suciety—-the communion with the 
muses. [Flounces of R. 2 E. | Mrs. B. ‘looking araund.| Well, I declare, a 

Cre. bs a passion.] I wish you’d seek a hus- nice welcome this! Are the folks all a-bed ? 
band, if it be not too late. The idea of a girl,i Betty. [with a sneer.} No, mum; they be wide 
no, a woman, at her time of life, writing a poem awake 
entitled: ‘The Door of Love.” The door of the; Boast. [solemnily.] Strike me eccentric! if this 
devil!) Who ever heard of love having a door? isn’t the coolest reception I ever experienced. [Zo 
Ha! ha! ha! [seeing JUKES at gate, who stands, D1cky.] Is Jukes about ? 

| Dick. (with meaning.) Mr. Jukes be not about 

here, sir ! 
I say, are you watching the corn grow ? [ JUKES. Boast. {with offended dignity.} I kuow that, 
comes down, fares CREMELY, places his hands you consummate tool ! 


upon his shoutders and gazes firedly at him. | Dick. Well, it be bad practice to ask a question 
Jukes. [demurely.] My much-respected ante-: when you be able to answer of it yourself. 
diluvian friend— | Boast. [angrily.] Why, you scoundrel! don’t 
Cre. {endeavoring to break away.) Eb! why, address me in such impertinent language, or I'll 
bless my soul, the man looks danverous! cane vou! 
Jukes. Have you a mother-in-law ? | Dick. Spell able! Ho! ho! ho! 
Cre. No! | ' [Runs up to gate. 


Jukes. Did vou ever have one? _ Mrs. B. [warmly.} The saucy rascal! I see I'l 
Cre. Certainly not; never having married, I have to overhaul the domestic affairs of this farm; 
don’t well see how I could. ‘and Tit begin by dispensing with the services of 
Jukes. But suppose vou were forced to have you two. 
ohe—suppose you couldn’t help it—what would Betty. Well, small loss it is. If you intend to 
you do ? stay here, J go; that’s plain English! 
Cre. Swallow it, of course. Mrs. B. [enraged.] Did I ever! Never mind, 
Jukes. [savagely.| What, swallow your mother- we'll see what we'll see ! 


in-law? Betty. (pertly.] Of course we will; every fool 
Cre. [very nervous.] Eh! no; the misfortune, knows that. [Goes up—aside to DicK.] I say, 
I mean. Dicky, did you ever? no, you never! Oh, won't 
Jukes. (looks around cautiously, then seizes we have our hands full! 
CREMELY hy the ear.] Give me your ear, that— | Dick. I doubt that! They don’t look like peo- 
Cre. [much frightened.] Eh! w-what! ple as gives much. [Striking his pocket. 
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Scene 1.] 


Mrs. B. [calling at door of house.) Martha 
Jane, are you in the house? if you’re not, say so! 
Mrs. JUKES screams within, and rushes out with 

her face very dirty; she has a stove-brush in 


one hand and adirty cloth in the other; she 


attempts to embrace her mother. Dicky sits on 

trunk, and BETTY busy with bundles. 

Mrs. B. [repulsing her.] Are you crazy? Go 
in the house, and wash your face and hands. Oh, 
what a dirty thing she is! 

Mrs. J. Oh, ma, never mind my looks; I have 
so much to do, and Jukes is so lazy. Why, pa, 
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! 

‘medicine stuff! Oh, dear! won’t I have to work, 
now that old slave-driver is here! Never mind ; 
it won’t be for long; the next time Dicky Oxx 
pops the question I won’t say “No!” 

[Llounces into house. 

_ Boast. [comes down L. Cc. slapping his face.] 

Strike me eccentric! I never was so troubled by 

mosquitoes! [Zo JUKES, who advances muodily 
R. C.} Coming up the road, a whole regiment 
fastened upon me in such a rushing cloud that I 
really thought they would have carried me away. 

| Jukes. [aloud.] Well, don’t you have mosqui- 


how do you do? I need not ask, for you look toes in thecity ? There were plenty when I lived 


splendid! [Speaking quickly.] Oh, ma, do tell me, 
have vou seen Miss Petts lately? How is Annic 
Squibbs? Is Sally Earwig married yet ? Has that 
hateful Miss Shoots got a beau? Is Augustus Lin- 
ger gone to Paris? and— 


| there. 

' Boast. Yes; but they don’t bite so voraciously 
.as here. 

| Jukes. Well, probably they are not over-pleased 
at seeing you! We feed them well; they don’t 


Boast. Strike.me eccentric! if the girl is not trouble ws much. 


losing her intellect * 
Mrs. B. (tartly.] Where is your good-for-noth- 
ing husband ? I vow this is shameful treatment! 


Enter JUKES, thoughtfully, through arbor, R.2E., | 
sees them, and ts about running off, when BOAST 


seizes him. 


Boast. How-de-do, son-in-law? Here we are, 
you see, ready to attack your provisions. 

Jukes. [savagely.| I don’t doubt it! 

Mrs. B. (eyeing him.) What! you don’t seem 
over-glad to see us! 

Jukes. Oh, I have got over being glad at any- 
thing. 

Boast. [fawningly.| Are we welcome? 

Jukes. Oh, of course [aside] not! 

{Boast gues to gate, and looks off. 

Mrs. B. [quizzing him.] I say, Mr. Jukes 
why don’t you get shaved? Your face looks for all 
the world like a scrubbing-brush. You had better 
call on your barber. 

Jukes. [with meaning.] Mrs. Boast, Gossipville 
does not boast of a tonsorial artiste; we rely 
mainly upon our city friends to shave us when they 
come, and they generally do. [Retires to arbor. 

Mrs. B. [aside.] Now what did he mean by 
that? [Aloud.1 I trust you will be in a better 
humor by dinner time—and it’s a’most time now, 
I should say. Martha Jane, help me with these 
things, and show me to my room. I wish you'd 
get me a sandwich—I’m nigh about starved. 
Have you got any new dresses ? 

Mrs. J. Well, yes—no, nothing very new. 
[Aside.] I dare not tell her I haven’t had one in 
three months, or she might do Jukes an injury. 

Mrs. B. Pll see that your stingy husband pro- 
vides better for vou in future, or Jl know why! 
Will dinner be ready soon ? 

Mrs. J. Yes, ma, dear. 

Mrs. B. Oh! Ihave the chronic dyspepsia so 
bad that Dr. Swillem recommended—me—to-. 

{[Freunt into house, talking. 

Dick. [picking up trunk with difficulty.] By the 
weight of this ’ere trunk, one would say they were 
goin’ on a tower through Europe. Ho! ho! I can’t 
help laughin’ at poor master; he do look so happy 
like. Ho! ho! ho! [Exit into house with trunk. 

Betty. [savagely picking up bundles, and looking 
into several.] Well, now, they had better set up a 
’pothecary shop, and have done with it. [Smelling 
bundles.} Cod liver oil! a nice thing for ’pepsie, I 
must say. Herbs! herbs! nothin’ but herbs and 


Boast. [{aside.] Stike me eccentric! If this was 
not my son-in-law, I should say he was getting 
| unpleasantly personal. (Aloud.] Well, I’m going to 
‘make myself at home. 

Jukes. [aside.| No doubt of it! 

' Boast. And will therefore go in and unpack our 
trunks. I am sorry—very sorry we can’t remain 
with you longer than three months; but ll have 

.to return in the “fall” to superintend my election 
as alderman. I trust you will not take offense at 

.our staying so short a time? 

| Jukes. [¢mpatiently.] Oh, no, not in the least, 
I assure you! 

Boust. [not comprehending.| Eh? oh, yes; ob, 
certainly, I did not comprehend your meaning at 
first. Ha! ha! Playful dog! clever fellow, very ! 
au revoir! [Exit into house very fumiliarly, hum- 
ming an operatic air. | 

Jukes. [watching him in.) The mercury in the 


thermometer of my patience is fast rising to blood- | 


heat, and that is ominous of coming danger. I 
| must get rid of these intruders ! but how ? ah,there’s 
the rub! Ah! Ihaveit! I want a baby, “just 
for to-night!” My obtrusive relations dislike 
children—especially when they cry: so if I can 
but borrow a baby for an hour or two to-night— 
one possessing a fiery temper—Ill exercise its 
lungs to the very letter ! > 


Enter SELINA Slowly, R. 3. E., reading a@ manu- 
script. Mrs. BOAST is seen through window 
L. of door, upsetting and arranging books in 
case ; she sees JUKES and SELINA, and watches 
them. 


Sel. Yes, I think that will do very well. The 
simile is not perfect—but it will do. 

Jukes. Laren og her.) Ah, yes, of course, 
she can aid me. Have you a baby? 


{ 


Sel. [horrified and screaming.] Sir! do you 


mean to insult me? 
Jukes. [L.] Beg pardon! I meant to ask if you 


knew where I can borrow one for an hour or two? - 


Sel. [aside.] What can the man mean by want- 
ing to borrow a baby? [Aloud.] No, sir, I can- 
not aid youin that respect! 

, Jukes. The baby system’s a failure. 
up! 

; Sel. [affectedly.] I believe you have studied the 
classics ? 

Jukes. [not heeding.) Physics? bah! no! 

Sel. [angrily.] No, sir, classics! 


Vl give it 


Jukes. [peevishly.] Yes, I’ve often wandered | 


( 
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| 


through some of their strange roads—pages, I: 
mean; and many times came near losing my way 
—senses, I mean. 

Sel. [scanning him.]-How uncongenial is your 
manner to-day. Probably you would be kind 
enough to aid me in the composition of my new 
pastoral poem—the Door of Love—in blank verse’ 
and eighteen cantos. | 

Jukes. Vill try. Read me a few selections so as 
to acquaint me with the style. But, squat-a-vo 
loo, madame ! : 

Sel. [with dignity.] Sir! 

Jukes. That’s French for “pray be seated.” | 

Sel. [relieved.} Oh! [Mrs. Boast disappears 


_ from window. 


Jukes. Yes. | 
[They seat themselves on rustic bench, R.1. ¥., with 
their backs to house so as not to see Mrs. JUKES 
and Mrs. Boast, who enter from house ; they 
point to JUKES and SELINA—confer with each 
other, and listen. 
Jukes. [drowsily.] Now, ’m ready to listen to | 
you. [Mrs. JUKES very much exited. | 
Sel. [reads.] * ) 
Oh, list, I pray, and turn thee not away ! | 
But rather hearken to my vows of love. | 
Mrs. J. |tearfully to Mrs. B.] Do you hear? 
She is actually making love to him! My suspi- 


Mrs. B. [soothingly.| Never mind, my poor a 
jured child; you shall apply for a divorce. 
Jukes. [listlessly toSELINA.] Very fine indeed ; 
that pleases me—‘‘my vows of love’—go on! 
Sel. [reading.] 
And e’en like the fiery shirt of Dejanira 
Upon the quivering body of Hercules, 
So does my ardent love for thee entlame, 
Torment, and burn me into very utterance 
Of that which I fain would repress and keep 
A secret to myself! 


During the above reading, JUKES has been dozing, 
and now slips from the bench upon his knees be- 
Jore SELINA, who hastily jumps up. 


Jukes. (bewildered.] Excuse me! I’ve tumbled 
from the sublime to the ridiculous. Nevertheless, 
it was soul-inspiring, a grand, wonderful inspira- 
tion —and—entirely my sentiments. 

(Mks. JUKES and Mrs. BoAst rush down ina 
great rage. 

Mrs. J. (standing over JUKES in @ tragic atti- 
tude.} Your sentiments, are they! Oh! you mon- 
ster! you unfaithful man! you—you—oh! [In a 


{Scene 1. 


OF MY LIFE. 


Jukes. [bewildered.| Well, you see, I was so en- 
chanted by the sweet music of her poetical lyre, 
that— 

Mrs. J. [with warmth.) Liar that you are! Not 
another word, sir; I won’t hear it! 

Mrs. B. No, that you sha’n’t. Come, you poor 
injured child ; we'll leave him to commune with 
his guilty conscience. 

Jukes. [enraged.} Hold your tongue, madame, 
if that be possible: Don’t you dare to juterfere 
with my private affairs. Ill kiss every girl in 
Gossipville, and marry them afterwards! I'll turn 
Mormon, and then turn you all out! Iam desper- 
ate! J will tear things all to pieces! [Rushes out 
through gate, and comes violently against CREME- 
LY, who enters hurriedly.) Go to the devil! 


Cre. I won't. [Very loud.] Go there yourself! . 


Ladies, were you ever shocked ? 

Mrs. B. Yes, once to cure the rheumatism. 

Cre. How? 

Mrs. B. How! why, by agalvanic battery, of 
course. ; 

Cre. No! no! Imean were you nerves ever agi- 
tated by some appalling information ? 

Mrs. J. Lor me! what doyou mean ? 

Mrs. B. Explain yourself ! 

Cre. [mysteriously.] Well, thea, the long and 
short of it is that— — 

Mrs. J. e 

Mrs. B. Oganer, ; What? 

Cre. Mr. Jukes is— coats 

Mrs. J. ell 

Mrs. B. gan ; What ? 
| Cre. A man— 
| Mrs. J. Doyouthink me a fool, sirf 1 knew 
‘that long ago! 
( Cre. Eh! If you will but cease being so explo- 
sive, [will goon. Mr. Jukes is aman whose brain 
has in some way become affected, and— 


Enter Boast from house, overhearing. 


Boast. es) Eh, what! Strike me ec- 
centric if [did not always labor under the idea 
that our worthy son-in-law was mun compos men- 


Mrs. B. [with gravity.) I knew it—I felt it: 
Loftus, what did I tell you a long time ago? Says 
I, if Jukes isn’t mad, then Tam! 
Boast. [archly.) And you were right! 
| Mrs. J. [with fear.) Mad ! good gracious : what 
a situation to be placed in! 
Boast. Well, it’s not very pleasant, to be sure. 
Cre. [with disdain.} When aman sneers at tur- 


great rage. 

Mrs. B. You've snapped asunder the endearing 
bonds of matrimony, by making unlawful love to 
this ancient spinster! 

Sel. [enrayed.]| Me, madame! me ancient— 
don’t dare to talk soto me! Look into the glass, 


iInadame—and view yourself! Spinster, indeed ! , 


Pll seek my brother! Pve been insulted by a par- 
cel of uncongenial idiots. 
[Flounces out through gate. 
Mrs. B. (to JUKES.] And you, sir! you, too, go 
down on your knees to—oh—scissors ! 


Jukes. (catching at the idea.] Yes, certainly ! she’ 


dropped her scissors, and I was looking for them, 
Wwhen— 


Mrs. B. [warmly.] No, sir, youdon’t cut me, 


short like that; but to the point; what did you 
mean by it? 


‘nips, as he has at mine, Ialways set him down as 
an— 
Boast. [passionately.] Ass that I was to con- 
‘sent to an alliance of such aman with my daugh- 
ter. [70 CREMELY.] But, Mr. Cremely, what proor 
have you to substantiate your accusation ? 

Cre. [L. C.] The greatest! he attempted to 
tear offiny ears, and— 

Boust. [k. c.] Eh! well of course, you were 


“ ear-witness to the design ; but then he didn’t do 


it; thus, you see your evidence is merely circum- 
stantial. 

Cre. But not content with that, he actually 
threatened to strangle me; and while he spoke 
his tingers encircled my throat. 

(Imitating the action. 

Boast. [with deliberation.) Ah. that seems 


‘proof positive that he isdaboring ;under the ef- 
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Scene 1.] THE PLAGUE 


fects of some dreadful hallucination. [Aside.] 
Good gracious ! now J think of it, J may be the 
first victim immolated upon the altar of lunacy— 
they generally turn upon those whom they love 
most: 

Mrs. B. [R.] Loftus, that is not al! This dear 
child and I actually discovered him upon his knees 
to Mr. Cremely’s sister! 


Cre. [enraged.] Eh! what! oh, the scoundrel! 


Boast. [pointedly.] Then he’s very mad indeed. | then to say Mr. Jukes were a-making love to that | 


Enter Dicky and BETTY from house. 


Cre. [to Dick.] Dicky, your life’sin danger! 

Dick. [frightened.] Eh? you don’t say so! 

Boast. Yes. Your master has been stricken 
with that terrible malady—phrenitis ! 


about and turn everything topsy-turvy ! 


OF MY LIFE. 


Dick. [astonished.|] Don’t be a fool, Betty ; it’s 
natur’ to have a mother, ain’t it ? 
| Betty. Don’t interrupt me! She can help it by 
keeping her mother at home. No, but she must 
‘come up here; and she must take possession of 
‘the whole house, and try to control every one in 
it. Ha! ha! ha! you ought to have seen her go 
Oh, lor 
it’s enough to give one the high sterricks! And 


curious old maid! [Laughing.] Why, she’s old 
enough to be his mother. 


Dick. [shaking his fist.] Well, Mrs. Boast be a ' 


deuced bad ’un! She mustn’t come and interfere 


davy withthe hay-fork! 


Pee the barn, for if she do, I’ll toss her over the 


I will, so help me par- 


Dick. [innocently.] What! Where does it take snips! mother-in-law or no! 


him, sir? 

Boast. [wisely.] Eh! why, in the brain, you 
booby ! 

Dick. Ho! ho! Why, I didn’t know as how he 
had any. 


JUKES enters by gate, overhearing ; comes down 
behind Dick, and slaps him violently on the back, 
which causes him to fall upon his knees. 


Dick. [in great trepidation.] Oh, don’t! don’t! 


Mrs. J. [erying.] Don’t be insolent, sir! This Spare my life and kill Betty; she be better pre- 


iS @ Very serious affair. 
hear and see such frightful things! Oh! oh! 
Falls into Mrs. BOAST’S arms. 

Boast. [excite 2 

fainted! [Zo DicK.] Quick, fetch sal volatile ! 
ia [not understanding.] Where do she live, 
sir 

Boast. 
salts, fool 

Dick. Full of what, sir? 

Boast. {vociferating.| The devil! 

Dick. ere shall [findhim? [Runs up stage. 

Boast. [making a rush at him.) You—you— 

Mrs. J. ee) Where am I? Oh, how my 
head aches! and I’ve so much to do! Oh, Jukes 
—Jukes, who would have thought that you would 
become mad at nothing. 

Mrs. B. reoni bingy Come, let us go in and 
have some cold tea; that will do you good. I’m 
so hungry! Come, you poor ill-treated suffering 
child. Oh, who could treat you so roughly! 
[Breaking out.] You're a fool to stand it! Sepa- 


fig a flurry.| Execrable ! Bring me the 


Yate from him at once, and come home! 


[Exeunt into house. 
Boast. {warmly.] Strike me eccentric, if this 
isn’t preposterous! Why should he become de- 
mented just at this time! Why didn’t he delay it 
till some other time! 
and repose, and I find everything in a state of 
chaos. I came here to keep cool, and I’ve been in 
one continual round of fever heat for the last half 
hour. I don’t like it—I’m getting tired of it! 
[Exit into house. 
Dick. [advancing R. c.] Betty, I’m not goin’ to 
stay here if the boss be rampagous; for in some 


How—what! why, she has —it’s good for nothing—keep it yourself! 


I came here to seek quiet 


Oh, that I should live to pared to die than I! 
| Betty. [in a huff.] Well, I’m sure! 


! I don’t want your life 
Dicky 


i 


Jukes. Get up, you fool 


I heard you make a remark which is very good. 
only wish you'd put it in practice. Here! 
| Gives money to DIcK and BETTY. 

| Dick. [aside, looking at money.) Now I’m sure 
he’s crazy; if he wasn’t he wouldn’t give me 
money, for he never did it afore. 

Betty. {aside, and looking at money.] He’s the 
most sensiblest man that I’ve met for a long time. 

Jukes. Come here, both of you! 
of Dick, and dragging him up to gate.|] Is the 
frog-pond deep ? 

Dick. [very much frightened.) Eh! oh! oh! 
lor! IJ don’t know, sir! 

Jukes. [dragging him through gate.| Then we'll 
soon find out! [Stops.] But no! on second 
thoughts it won’t do! 


she throws it over everybody—consequently she’s 
waterproof. Dicky, never marry your mother-in- 
law! [Comes down with DICKY. 
Dick.’ [astonished.] Why, sir, how can I do that? 
Jukes. Why, making a fool of yourself by mar- 
Tying a wife and the whole family into the bargain 
—an odd lot at acheap sale! The very name of 
mother-in-law makes me mad! [Stamps in a 
rage ; Dick and BETTY very much frightened: 
business ad.lib.| She’s the plague of my life! Now, 
look here! They all think me mad; therefore I'll 
take advantage of their credulity, and, if possible, 
rid the house of these disturbers of my peace. 
‘How shall Ibegin? Ah! [have it! [Goes between 


of his playful moments he might be the means of: Dick and BETTY and places his hands upon their 


_ my sudden «disease. 


Betty. [L. ra That's nothin’. 

Dick. [hurt.] Ain’t it! Suppose you put your- 
self in my place, and try it. 

Betty. 1 don’t believe he’s as much mad as thev 
who try to make him so. It’s all along of his 
mother-in-law as does it. I wish she was a-stick- 
ing in the mud at the bottom of the river, I do! 

Dick. [alarmed.| Don’t you talk so cold-blooded- 


hike, Betty, or vou’ll turn all the milk sour. Missus 
can’t help having a mother— 


Betty. Yes, she can help it, if— 


: 


shoulders.}] Betty, do you collect three or four 
dozen thistles and place them between the shects 
of the bed which my mother-in-law intends to oc- 
‘cupy. Ifyou could conveniently catch about a 
pound—I mean a gross—of mice, you would oblige 
me; and—Betty, add three quarts of water to one 
‘quart of milk, and give them plenty of it; and 
—Betty, serve up the potatoes half-boiled, and as 
many rotten ones as possible ; place the butter up- 
on the stove till it transforms itself into an oil; 
‘and if you can dexterously insert a few cockroaches 
| Or grasshoppers into the dumplings, it would 
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heighten the effect and diminish their voracious Mrs. B. [rushing at her.] Ob, you—you—come 

appetites. That will do, I flatter myself. Now here, and let me scratch vour eyes out! 

go, Betty, and put the machinery in motion. | Betty. [avoiding her playfully.] Ob, no; you be 
Betty. [laughing.] All right, sir, ’ll do my best. worser nor old Scratch as it is! 

Oh, won’t it be fun! [Runs off through gatec. een of R. 3 E. laughing. 
Jukes. [to Dicky.] Dicky, can you catch’ Boast. [gravely.] Ican’t comprehend it at all— 


mosquitoes ? strike me eccentric if I can! {Zo Dicky.] Do 
Dick. No, sir; but they catch me. you generally admit the entire brute creation at 
Jukes. Hem! the mosquitoes are a failure. dinner time? 

What can you do? | Dick. [artfully.] Well—he, he!—no; but you 
Dick. Not much! ‘see master gave them all a holiday, and so I s’pose | 
Jukes. Bah! Imean, what can you do for me, they got ’toxicated at the idea, and went on a! 

in this case ? ‘spree! He, he! ho, ho! [Runs off through gate c. 


Dick. The same és in any other. Boast. [paces stage frantically.) This—this is 
Jukes. Do you want me to knock you down ? unprecedented ill-treatment! Even the servants 
Dick. I don’t care much about it just at present.|laugh at us! [Approaching ladies in front 9 
Jukes. [catching hold of him, he trying to get. house who are talking and gesticulating violently to 

away.|] Come here, you dunderhead! Do you go/| each other. | Where is Jukes? I forgot all about 

and get several chickens—the old pig—the dog,;him. Eh ! why, yes, probably he’s took a bath 

and two or three cats; admit them into the dining- | in the river—couldn’t swim, and went down! I 

room as soon as they sit down to dinner; then. don’t wish to frighten you, but 1 think that such 

lead one of the cows to the window, and let her is the fact. 

show her horns to the old woman—the effect will! Mrs. B. together, ¢ Ob, no! no! 

be more pointed thanone would imagine. Nowgo!| Mrs. J. CUEUNEE: Don’t say so! 

Dick. All right, sir! Tl be blowed if it won’t Boast. But I do say so! 

be better noraplay at the thehater. [Exit by gate.| Mrs. B. [to Mrs. J.] Oh, Martha Jane! you 
Jukes. During my dry thirst for knowledge, I, don’t know how torule a husband ! 

have neglected to diink at the mysterious fountain! Boast. [sneeringly.] That’s a fact; she don’t 

of Toxicology, or I should now be compounding , take after you. 

some soothing potion of a poisonous nature to; Mrs. B. [savagely.| Loftus, bequiet! If I was 

flavor my mother-in law’s young hyson—which | here one year I’d tame your husband so that he’d 

would cause her to slip out at the back door of | never recognize himself ina glass again. 


life in a manner satisfactory to both her and my-| Mrs. J. Oh, ma, don’t cast such sad reflections 
self. [Looking through door of house.) So the! upon one who, even now, may be dead or dying. 
table is laid—Betty is following my instructions,| Mrs. B. [encouragingly.] Never mind, youre 
and—([dinner-bell rings within|—there it goes,| young yet. You married Jukes to suit yourself, 
and there comes Dicky by the kitchen door. Ha! now Ill provide you a husband of my own choosing. 
ha! I pride myself I have buttered their toast | 

thicker than they imagine. Enter CREMELY and SELINA, L. 3 E., arguing ; 
Tremendous noise in house ; women screaming, CREMELY much flustered. 


dogs barking, crockery smashing, dc. Exit, ye. 1 tell you he is mad—confoundedly mad! 
JUKES, hurriedly, rubbing his hands in glee.| Sel’ J won't believe it, brother, it’s impossible ! 
Enter MR. and Mrs. Boast and Mrs. JUKES. yrs. B. [to Mrs. J.] Oh! there’s that love-sick 
in great confusion fron: house, afterwards DICKY ojq maid a gain. 
and BETTY. Mrs. J. Never mind. [Zo CREMELY.] Oh, 
Boast. [in a great passion.) The devil! I don’t; pave you seen Mr. Jukes? 
wish to be considered vulgar—but I emphatically| Oye, Yes — rubbing his back|—and felt him 
say, the devil! This isa Pandemonium—a Babel! too! J calledto him and he made the most dia- 
—a—a—languago fails to express my indignation ! | po}ical faces at me that I ever saw, and then pelted 


Mrs. B. [speaking with diffculty.] Mr. Boast— me with my own turnips. Then he tried to swal- 
we—we—will return—to our—our peacetul—home jow the hay fork, and— 


—and—and—oh! oh! { Screaming. | Sel. Oh, no, Sylvester, he was merely giving a 
Mrs. J. Oh, dear+ ob, dear: what isthematter practical illustration of the powers of equipoise. 
now f i Cre. Powers of the devil! ButI say he’s mad ! 


Mrs. B. A horrid grasshopper creeping up my, [Looking off L.] Ab! here he comes! 


arm! ' as 
Mrs. J. (to BETYY.] How do you account for Cee re poleel "| Speaking together 
this trouble f | Yrs. J. Oh. where is he ? in great confusion, 
Boast. [L. c.] Yes, this trouble—this din—this ‘ge. Oh, preservo us! J and running to R. 
noise—this— | eis 


Mrs. B. [R.c.] Yes, and—and the dumplings— 
the dumplings! Oh! I bit one right in half! 

Betty. [R. c.] What, a dumpling? 

Mrs. B. No, you sauce-box ! a big bug or some- , 
thing. [BETTY laughs.] Do you dare to laugh 
in my face ? | 

Betty. (smiling satirically.] Oh, lor, mum, I 


inter JUKES, L. 3 E., carrying a hay-fork in one 

hand, and a scythe in the other; he has a 
large straw hat on head, and face very dirty ; 
he assumes a ferocious expression and a mock- 
tragic manner ; he stares at, advances to, and 
menaces them. 


can’t help it, you be so tunny! Mrs. B. [retreating.] He’ll murder usall! Call 
Mrs. B. [furiously.] Oh! I shall die—I know the police ! 

I shall! | Jukes. [advancing to her.) Yes! Pll kill you 
Betty. What, your hair, mum ? first ! thou disturber of my peace,! [Zo Boast. 
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And you, thou cabbaging, non-suited—misfitted 
goose of a tailor—your time’s come! 
Boast. Keep away ! keep away! 


Mrs. J. [approaching timidly.] Ob, my dear 


6 


OF MY LIFE. 


27 


| 
cats, dogs and—a Noah’s ark entire were in the 


‘room. I mightas well—Oh! 
Crash of crockery in house. 


Sel. [looking into ae Oh, save us! save us! 


| husband! calm yourself, and Pll ever be a dutiful he’s smashing all the crockery ' 


| wife! 


Mrs. J. (crying.] Oh, my beautiful China ser- 


Jukes. [brandishing fork and scythe.| Woman, | vice! oh, dear! oh, dear ! 


| avaunt! begone ! vanish! quit my sight! get out! 
| I know thee not! ante te 
| Mrs. J. [erying. | 
' he’s mad, he’s mad 
Jukes. [to CREMELY.] Turnips, where will you 
have it? 
Cre. Eh! oh, lord, e—eh—have what ? 
| Jukes. The prongs of this fork. 
| [Presenting tt. 
| Cre. (much frightened.) Oh! oh! my poor body! 
Jukes. penne In your body, d’ye say ? 
| Gre. Oh! no, no! help! help! 
| Runs about, JUKES after him; Boast and SE- 
| LINA endeavor to interpose. 

Jukes. [to BoAst.] Get out of my way, you 
miserable tailor ! fe SELINA.] Go away,you poet- 
ical old maid, or I’ll pull off your false curls! 

Sel. [appeatingly.] Oh, save me from his uncon- 
genial paroxysms! [Runs up to gate. 

Mrs. B. [sapporting Mrs. J.) Oh my nerves! 
Come in the house and let us lie down! 


Mrs. J. [faintly.] Yes; ves; anything—any- 
thing but inte [ They go into house, talking. 


Jukes. [to CREMELY, who is watching from ar- 
bor.|] Turnips, your time is almost come! [Zo 
SELINA, who runs down to arbor.} And you— 
prepare to follow him! [Perceives Boast, seizes 
him, and drags him up to gate, much to his discomfi- 
ture.] Come here, you miserable schneider! 

Boast. [alarmed.) Be careful !—you—you'l 
break a—a— 

Jukes. Silence! [Pointing off R. U. E.] D’ye 
see yonder steeple ? 
Boast. Y—yes! 

Jukes. Do ye see that fly on its apex winking 
at you? 

Boast. Eh! y—yes—no—that is, yes—of course. 

Jukes. That signifies that all tailors die to-day. 
Prepare to— 

Boast. Strike me! 

Jukes. [raising scythe.|—I will! 

Boast. [restraining him.] Stop! stop ! I was go- 
ing tosay—strike me eccentric if you— 

Jukes. I can’t. You are struck that way al- 
ready. , 

Mrs. B. and Mrs. J. scream within and rush out 
in great confusion ; Mrs. Boast rubbing her 
back. JUKES runs into house. BOAST paces 
stage frantically. 

Cre. [comes down R.] What is it ? 

Sel. [comes down R.C.] What has happened ? 

Mrs. B. It’s—it’s—Mr. Boast, I want to go 
home! | 

Boast. Sodo I. What’s the trouble now—what 
is it all about ? 

Mrs. J. Oh, father, it’s dreadful ! 


a a ee pecereeeaee er o a 


[Trying to break away. | 


Cre. Here he comes again! [All express great 
Fear and scatter about stage. 


He doesnot know me! then|Juxes appears at door of house, loaded with 


bundles, &c., which he throws upon the ie : 
he then comes down to Mrs. B. with hal/-broken 
looking-glass in his hand. 


Jukes. [to Mrs. B.] Did you ever see the devil ? 

Mrs. B. [timidiy.] No, no! you profane fellow, 
—no! 

Jukes. [holding part of glass toher face.] Then 
look in that and you'll see a near relation! 

[ She screams. 

Boast. What do you mean by such—such— 

(JUKES advancing to him.] Never mind! 


Dick and Betty enter through gate, enjoying the 
situation. JUKES goes up to them. 

Mrs. B. Oh, you bad man! you’ve insulted me 
—but I’m used to it. [Picking up some of her bun- 
dles.| Loftus! Loftus—look here !—see—see how 
all my herbs—caps and aprons are destroyed ! 
and—[ Screaming and spat up pieces of hair.) 
Oh! my new back hair actually torn to pieces! 

Boast. Bother your hair! Don’t talk of such 
trifles, when our lives hang upon a hair while in 
company with that vile lunatic! 

Mrs. B. Bah! yowre a coward! [To BETTY, 
who comes down.| Betty, get mea glass of milk, 
—make haste ! 

Betty. Yes, mum! Goes into house. 

Jukes. (down R.] Now for the grand coup de 

ace! Yl) scare the old woman within an inch of 

er life. Dick! [He comes down, JUKES whispers to 
him.] Do you understand ? 

Dick. (gleefully.] Ho, ho, ho! In course I does! 

[They go up. 


Enter BETTY with milk, which she gives to MRs. 
B.; Mr. B. also takes some. 

Mrs. B. Oh, how nice and cool! it really quiets 
my nerves. 

Jukes. They drink it; water and all. Now’s 
your time, Dicky! 

Dick. [down R.C., aloud and with mock fear to 
BreTTy.] I—I say, Betty, where did you get that 
ere milk ? 

Betty. Why, in the kitchen, of course. 

Dick. (with exaggerated trepidation.) From— 
from the pantry? 


Dick. [striking his head andwringing his hands. ] 
Oh! oh! oh! 

Cre. Something terrible is about to happen—I 
feel it in my corns. 

Sel. Oh, what a figure of speech ! 

Dick. Send for the undertaker ! 

Boast. Eh! speak, you foo] ! What is the matter 


Boast. [vociferating.] Damn it ! whatis it—who | with you ? 

it—which is it—how is— Mrs. B. He’s sick! Where do you feel it ? 

Mrs. B. Loftus, I might as wellsleep in a lion’s| Dick. (wringing his hands.) Oh! I ain't sick! 
den, or live in a menageriv, as tarry here! Loftus, | J don’t feel it! it’s you and you! [Indicating MR. 
I felt tired and laid me down on the bed—but—I and Mrs. Boast.] Oh, you are both a hospital : 
say but—I couldn’t! Thistles, sir—thistles were | [AU in great confusion ; JUKES at back, rubbing 
| between the sheets! [rubs her back] rats, ants, his hands and capering.about. 


7 


Betty. Yes! 
| 
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THE PLAGUE 


1 


Mrs. B. How? what? which? 

Boast. Explain your meaning fully, you booby! 

Dick. [very gravely.] Miss Cremely’s cats have 
ere a-eatiy of master’s chickens o nights, 
and- 

Cre. What a foul lie that is to—[JUKES pinches 
him.] Ob! oh! | 

Dick. And master was a-goin’ to poison them: 
’ere hungry cats, so—oh, lor! he puts a lot of 
strikebehind in— 

Boast. [very nervous.] Strychnine, you—you 
mean! ell! 

Dick. No, it’s unwell, it is! Well, he put it in 
some milk, then put that ’ere milk in the kitchen 
pantry, so as to have it handy to-night, and—, 
[all very frightened|]—and Betty, she—she—oh! 
oh! she gives it to you in mistake! [All groan. 

Mrs. B. [leaning against Mrs. J.) I’m dying! 
I feel the spasms coming on! 

Jukes. aside. ] Behold the force of female im- 
agination! 

Boast. { faintly.j Run tor a stomach-pump! 

Mrs. B. [gasping.| Run—for—a—doctor! 

[Sits on bench, R. 

Dick [enjoying their fright.| There be none 
within ten miles from here ! ! 

Boast. I'm faint! I’m slowly but surely going 


1 
\ 


Cre. [excitedly.) The devil! This is horrible. 
Sel. Can such things really be? 
[Boast walks up and down holding his head. 
Betty. [to Dick.] Oh, dear! oh, dear! I drank 
some too! I’m losing my eckyliribrum ! 
Dick. [to BETTY.] Don't ’ee be a,fool! Hush! 
It’s all gammon. 
Betty. (relieved.] Oh, if that be all it won't hurt: 
much. 
Mrs. J. [approaching JUKES timidly.) Ob, Sam-_ 
uel, what have you done ? | 
Jukes. [L.] Well, Pve done vour confounded 
parents, and discovered the milky way of getting - 
rid of intruders! 
Mrs. J. [u. c.] Then you are— 
Jukes. No more mad than you, but will be if, 
yau don’t send vour pa and ma home. 
Mrs. J. And the milk is— : 
Jukes, Not poisoned. Martha Jane, we'll never. 
live happy tozether if your mother till continue 
to be the plague of my life. 
Mrs. J. Well, I think vou are right. A man! 
and wife should never allow a third party—not 
even a mother—to step between them and happi- | 
ness. I will, in the future, devote myself to vour 
comfort and well-being, and strive to manage our | 
household atlairs without undue labor. [Aloud.]: 
Be not alarmed. It was all a mistake; the milk 
Was not poisoned. | 
[All give expressions of evident relief. 
Boast. Strike me eccentric if I ever had such a 
frizht before! rae I don't like the appear- 
ance of my explosive son-in-law. He may mean 
mischief vet! so I think the best advice I can 
give myself is to go home again. [Aloud.] Dicky! 
He comes down.|] When does the next train start 
or the city? 
Dick. The four o’clock train starts from the 
station at half-past four, generally. | 


COSTUMES 


OF MY LIFE. (Scene 1. 


Boast. Good! See that my luggage is ready 


in time! 


Betty. Oh, crickey! Are you a-going back? 

Boast. [with disgust.] Yes, if my life is spared 
long enough! 

Dick. [dancing and capering about.| Ho! ho! 
ain't itjolly! 

Sel. [affectedly.| Oh, brother! mark that young 
man’s uncongenial manner ! one would suppose he 
was mad! 

Cre. Selina, don’t be a fool! 

Sel. [meaningly.] Ican’t help it; we are broth- 
er and sister, you know. 

Cre. Hem! Give up your confounded poetry- 
writing. 

Sel. If you will give up the “ turnips.” 

Cre. Agreed! 

Dick. [leering at BETTY.] Betty, will we be one 
and the same ? 

Betty. (archly.] Dicky, I won't say no! 

Dick. [kissing her.| Which means yes. 

Mrs. B. [in a fluster.| Come, Loftus, let us get 
ready for home. No more country for me! 

Boast. Nor me! If I don’t obtain the Alder- 
manship—and I think I will—why then we'll pack 

and go to Europe, because—because it’s 
fashionable. 

Mrs. J. {shaking her finger playfully at JUKES. ] 
So you and Miss Cremely have been making love 
to each other! Ha! ha! ha! 

Jukes. [with disgust.] Martha Jane, don’t make 
a fool of yourself and me hy supposing such a 


| thing. 
Mrs. J. Ah! but you were on your knees to her | 


—you can’t deny it! 

Jukes. I certainly was on my knees, but it was 
through somnolent influences. She was reading 
her execrable blank verse—I grew sleepy—her 
voice became a Llank to my ears, and—and—well, 
that’s all. 

Mrs. J. And enough. Never mind; she has 


;explained it all, and Iam satistied as to your in- | 


‘nocence. 
Jukes. If your mother would but mind her own 


business, and endeavor to ameliorate her own im- | 


pertections, she would have sufficient work on her 
hands to occupy her spare moments. Like most 
mothers-in-law, she loves to make storm-clouds 
out of sunbeams. 

Mrs. J. Oh, do not allow such cloudy thoughts 
to lower upon your mind. Let the dark past be 
buried, and let us live in the bright future. 

Jukes. Certainly, if you will rid me ofthe present. 

[Pointing to Mrs. Boast. 

Mrs. J. Now, Samuel, let us sell or rent the 
farm, go to the city, and live happy by ourselves! 

Jukes. We will. [Zo AUDIENCE.] And you, 
kind friends, who, I trust, are pleased with our 
endeavors to entertain, may draw from this a little 
moral, which savs: Mothers-in-law, let the voung 
folks alone, and allow them to manage their affairs 
to their own liking. To those who contemplate 
matrimony—and of course there are many here— 
don’t marry your mother-in-law when you marry 
the son or daughter; or, like me, vou may say— 
she’s THE PLAGUE OF My LIFE! 

THE END. 


—-MODERN. 
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“ That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit.”—DR. JOHNSON. 
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KOR BETTER OR WORSE: 


A Farce, in One Act. 
BY C. A. MALTBY. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 
Theatre Roual, Croydon, 1870. 
Mr. Lambkin Tividdles...ccacccesccsesecs Mr. Charles Wilmot. 
Mra. Lambkin Tiwiddles.... cc cceccaee ..+ Mrs. G. U L. 
Voice of Mr. Augustus Blower...........- 


EXITS aND ENTRANCES.—R. moans Right; L. Left; R. D. eit Door: L. 
D. Left Door; 8. E. Second Entrance; U. E. Upper Entrance: M. D. Middle 
. RELATIVE Positions.—R. means Right; L. Left; C. Centre; R. C. 
Rizht Centre; L. C. Left Centre, &c. The reader is supposed to be on the 
Stage, facing the audience. 


SCENE.—A chamber furnished partly as a bed- 
room and partly as a sitting-room. A French 
bedstead, curtains drawn éc., bed screen. Win- 
dow in back R. Mantel-piece with clock 2. U. &. 
Chest of drawers R. v. E. Toilet table éc. c. 
Entrance R. and ., screen. Near bed at back R. 
- is - settee for two. Candlestick with candle 
ight. 


TWIDDLES discovered sitting back to back with 
Mrs. TWIDDLES on settee. He is pompously 
pari and vainly endeavoring to take off his 

ots. 


Twid. If ever human ingenuity concocted a tor- 
ment for this world, with a chance of its being ex- 
tended into the next—it’s marriage. Tied, man- 
acled, fettered and riveted. Laws, politics, 
churches, society, combine to ensure the utter 
ruin and misery of the man whose weakness, hu- 
manity and unselfishness, allow him to sacrifice 
gratification of a 


woman—hem ! 


in this world for a woman, as a punishment for 
her too confiding and unselfish disposition, it is 
man. A being gifted with naught but liver and 
lungs, and talks of his heart as though it really 
were something more than a thumping muscle 
obeying the selfish wants and wishes of a thing 
who, by an accident of birth, calls himself a man. 

Twid. That's clever, isn’t it ? 

Mrs. T. No, but it’s true. 

Twid. Vl tell you what it is— 

Mrs. T. Don’t, you tried once before, and failed. 

Twid. Madame, I have noticed fur some time 
pasi— 


EDIES, | 
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Hlome {ircze, PRIVATE THEATRICALS, AND THE @AMERICAN STAGE. 


Entered according to Act of Conyress, in the year 1875, b 
of the Librarian of Congress, at Was 


WHat & CORNETi, in the Office 
inzton, D. C. 


Mrs. T. You begin to notice late in life. 
Twid. I have observed, madame, that latterly 


you have not treated me— 


Mrs. T. Because, sir, you have latterly so fre- 
quently treated vourself. 

Twid. I say, treated me with marked indiffer- 
ence. 

Mrs. T. You said just now—mnot treated you. 
| Allow me to say that you are at this hour, to use 
‘your own vulgar expression, considerably gone 
now. 

Twid. [rising and leaning over back of settee. } 
Madame—Mrs. Twiddles, the hour may be gone, 
‘but the man—never. [Slips down into settee.| No, 
madame—he js here. [ Rises. 

; Mrs. T. And a pretty time of the night to be 
ere. 

| Twid. I have been amongst men who dispense 

their wit and intellect. 

| Mrs. T. There is no question but that you have 

freely dispensed yours. 

| Twid. I have, madame, with my accustomed 

liberality. 

| Mrs. T. Cleared yourself out completely. 

Twid. Madame, your suspicions are unfounded 
—([slips again]—hour of the night—look at the 
time. [ Goes to clock. 
Mrs. T. 1 wonder you are not ashamed to look 
the clock in the face. 

Twid. The clock, madame, is ashamed to look 
at me; it keeps its hands before its face—ha, ha, 
cha! Why di 
have got a laugh at the club. [Aside.] By the 
way, she doesn’t know what the time is; suppose 
I put the clock back a couple of hours. Now, 
where are my slippers? they havea playful way of 
getting under the drawers. [Gets poker from fire- 
place and goes down on hands and knees against 


drawers.) Hurrah ! here’s one. 
| Mrs. T. 
Mrs. T. If ever Providence thought of a torture | what all thi 


[rising.] May I inquire, Mr. Twiddles, 
8 feeble energy is employed about ? 

Twid. Eh? 

Mrs. T. There is no necessity for imitations of 
four-legged beasts at this hour of the morning. 

Twid. Hour of the morning! It’s only twelve. 

Mrs. T. Twelve! It’s three! 

Twid. Three! [Looks at clock.] Confound it, 
I’ve turned the hand the wrong way round. 

Mrs. T. Clever, sir, clever—very—worthy of 
you. [Gives a short hysterical laugh. TWIDDLES 
joins in ; both stop suddenly.| Itis no joke. 


'  Twid. Oh, I beg your pardon; thought it was. 


Mrs. T. Joke! joke! joke! to leave vour wife 


| alone all night and return in the morning tipsy. 
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Twid. Well, of all the cursed slippers. Mrs. T Do you hear me, sir? [Twrpp.es | 
Mrs. T. [stamps. } Do you hear me, sir? starts.} I permit your vagaries andcrimes; I bear 
Twid. [drops the poker.] For goodness’ sake, all unmurmuringly, and when I touch gently upon 

Rachel] Maria, don’t go on like that. ' your— 

Mrs. T. I insist upon knowing where you have! Tid. [sings.)] Touch my heart gently, wy. ' 
passed the night. charming Louise. 
Twid. My love— Mrs. T. Oh, it’s Louise, is it? I will coax him, 


Mrs. T. Reserve your terms of endearment for | he may commit himeelf. [Sighs.] Ah, Lambkin, 
those whom they may concern. 'Lambkin, have you forgotten the time when to 
Twid. Don’t go on like that, Rachel Maria. . iserve me you would keep awake all the night. 
Mrs. T. Where have you been ? [ Stamps. [ Snores. das love then faded from your heart as 


Twid. [drops the poker.) Blower ! the hair has faded from your head, when a word 
Mrs. T. Sir? from me would have mantled your cheek with a 
Twid. Blower, my friend Blower. blush; and now it takes at least two bottles to 
Mrs. T. Always your friend Blower! | i bring ‘it to your nose—your nose, sir—I repeat, 
Twid. We went to the club—the Cemented Cat-! your illustrated nose. [Takes candle and looking- 
erpillars ! 'glass and holds it to his face.|_ Look, sir, at .your 
Mrs. T. The old tale—he led you away. i: nose—look at the perpetual blush which has set- 


Twid. Led isn’t the word—he dragged me. |tled there, and smokes like the crater of Vesuvius. 
Blower said to me, said he—d—n the slipper. waking and shouting.) Hi! Fire! Fire! 
Mrs. T. Swear, sir—swear, do. Water ! ater-pails' 
Twid. No, he didn’t swear—[rises]—but hesaid,} Mrs. T. Pale, sir—no, scarlet—look ! 
taking me by the arm—([during this speech he Twid. Oh, bother! I thought the place was on 


JSollows his slipper round the room trying to slide’ fire. [Pitches into pillow and throws it on floor. 
. into it]—Twiddles, old man, said he, let’s have a| Mrs. T. Go on, go on, smash the furniture, do! | 


bottle of lemonade. vent your nasty temper on the linen, do ! 
Mrs. T. Lemonade—very likely. Twid. My dear, I was simply beating the pillow 
Twid. I use the word advisedly—lemonade was soft. 

the word, my dear—I’m sorry to say we spoilt it! Mrs. T. No doubt, and you'd like to beat me 


with a little brandy. [Slides near her. | soft, eh? Go on, do it sir, do it, fall on me alto- 
Mrs. T. Bah! you odious— ‘gether; I am prep pared. 
Twid. {suggesting.] Odorous, my dear. \, Twid. Don’t be ridiculous. peeins:| I say, 
Mrs. T. Yes, odorous—you reek, sir—actually isn’t it coming down a flourisher 


reek of tobacco. Mrs. T. Ah, by-the-bye, Mr. oe may I 
Twid. I reek of tobacco! nonsense, madame, ' ask what’s become of my umbrella ? 
nonsense—you know I only attempted to smoke | Twid. ’Brella? Gave it to Blower. 
once, and then I spoilt a suit of clothes. | Mrs. T. Given it to Blower! What next? 
Mrs. T. Never mind, you have been with those; TJwid. What next! Suppose he'll put it up, 
who do. It actually steams out of your overcoat. | next. 
Twid. Well, Vil take it off:—there, don’t be | Mrs. T. Yll go and demand it back. 
cross, it’s not ‘often I do this sort of thing, you! Twid. [nearly asleep. ] It’s no use, he’s eaten it. 


know. [ Yawns. Mrs. T. Eaten it! 
Mrs. T. Fortunately for you, sir; and I intend: Twid. Yes, had it cold for breakfast. : 
this shall be the last time. ! [Shutter bangs. 
Twid. Lor, how sleepy I do feel, to be sure. | Mrs. T. What are you talking about ? 


Mrs. T. And is that to be wondered at, sir ¢| Twid. Haven't the faintest notion—don’t aaa 
What must I be, setting up night after night wait- ,—so to sleep. 
ing for you. [During this speech TWIDDLES goes’ Mrs. T. What have you done with all wean 
behind scene, he throws hts coat over screen, then money? 
his waistcoat, then his trowsers—gets into bed.] I Twid. Blower—lent it to Blower. Shutter. 
am convinced, sir, you have other attractions be-; Mrs. T. [going to waistcoat.) What! the thirty 
sides your club, and I am determined to ferret shillings you started out with? Yes, I declare— 
this out to the end—yes, sir, to the bitter end. all gone! 


[Suddenly misses him, goes to the bed and draws Twid. Blower gets so thirsty. { Shutter. 
the curtain aside.) So, sir, this is the way you Mrs. T. Oh, you wretch, and I must pinch a 
treat me. 'screw whilst you throw the money in the gutter. 


Twid. My dear, I cannot keep my eyes open. | What is to become of me, I should like to ail 
Mrs. T. ‘Then P’ll open them for you, sir, and :—what is to become of the baby ? 
pretty wide too. [Sits on edge of bed.] Now, sir, | Twid. Give it to Blower. 
allow me to call to mind your atrocious conduct; Mrs. T. Vll give it to Blower if I see him. 
for the last few weeks; allow me to remind you of: [Shutter. +} Do you hear that shutter in my dress- 


the vows made at the altar—I say at the altar. ing-room 
Twid. (half asleep.|] Ishall never, never alter. Twid. Call Blower—he lives over the way. 
Mrs. T. [(loud.] You will never alter! Mrs. T. Yes, and catch my death of cold—you | 


Twid. [starting.] Eh, I thought you spoke. would like that, no doubt; then you could live 

Mrs. T. I wish you, Mr. Twiddles, distinctly to with Blower, and die with Blower. {Shutter | 
understand— ‘bangs.] Are you going to shut that shutter f 

Twid. No, sha’n’t stand any more. Twid. Yes, Vl shut every shutter in the house 

Mrs. T. Is this the attention you pay to my re- lif you'll only let me sleep. [Gets up and out of 
marks, sir? | bed half-way, goes to slee ep. 

Twid. Pay the marker! pay the marker! | Mrs. T. Asleep again! To eat, drink, sleep, 
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. Ugh! that horrible coat. [Carries the coat—a| Twid. [reproachfully.| Rachel Maria! 
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and Blower, is all you live for. [Shutter.} Dear : under her nose.] I say, serpent, awake and meet 
me! now, Mr. Twiddles, are you going? it .y inevitable doom. [Pokes her in ribs. 
Shaking him. Mrs. T. Don’t, Lamby, you tickle. 

Twid. Hallo! ei? what’s up? | Twid. Tickle me no tickles, madame—his name, 
Mrs. T. Are you going to shut that shutter or his name! I hunger for his name. 

not ? Mrs. T. Hunger! there’s nothing but cold tongue 
Twid. Shutter! D—n that shutter! it’s got'in the house. 

luose again! Twid. And cold hearts, madame, cold hearts. 
Mrs. T. Do you hear me f—loose again ! you! [Sees letter.} Blower’s letter! What a fool 

have never fastened it yet. | Blower is to send it here. I promised to go with 
Twid. All right! Pll go, Pll go—don’t worry! Blower to see Louey. Rachel Maria has read it. 
Mrs. T. The unfeeling monster. I'll lead you! Mrs. T. [starting up.) She has—wretch—she 

such a life, my lord, you will be glad to reform. | has—keep off, keep off. 


letter, pocket-book, cigar, gloves, and pocket hand-| Mrs. T. Don’t Rachel Maria me. I will go 
kerchief wg out.) Hilloa! hilloa? what’s all home, I will write to my mamma, and ask her to 
this display? White kid gloves, the best cigars, | take her injured child once more to her bosom. 
—he does smoke then—handkerchief scented, and Twid. Do, do; and tell her about the gloves, 
what is this—a pocket book! [Opens it.] Notes, the cigar and handkerchief—“ the handkerchief— 
—bank notes! The wretch is a gambler! Aj the antique token—the handkerchief.” 
letter! in a lady’s hand. [Reads.] ‘Dear old| Mrs. T. Insult me now, insult me, do! Go, go, 
boy, this neglect is cruel. Come at once, or I shall | lavish your false heart on your— 
think there are other attractions greater than| TJwid. My what? 
those of your Tipsy Wipsy Louise.” Tipsy Wipsy; Mrs. T. On your Louise. 
Louise! the name he mentioned in his sleep.| wid. [aside.] She knows allaboutit. [Aloud.] 
Was ever woman treated thus? Oh, I am an un-/| The law of retaliation, madame. 
happy wretch! Oh! oh! oh! Screams. Mrs. T. Ona woman! Fie! fie! 
Twid. [rushing sea Hilloa! Rachel Maria!! Twid. No, on a man, madame—on these gloves 
Mrs. T. Salts! salts —on this handkerchief. Were is this man f 
Twid. Here’s the salt—there’s no spoon—j| Mrs. T. Man! Say men,sir—multiply—go the 
never mind, open your mouth. entire unlimited—rave, spout—I will not contra- 
Mrs. T. Oh, I shall die —I will die —I’m deter- | dict—men, men—base, cruel, heartless, perjured 
mined to die! deceiver. Ext. 
Twid. You shall, you shall. Twid. (taking stage.] Men! men! Pll rend him 
Mrs. T. Water! water! like a reed. Il clutch him by his throat and 
Twid. [rushes to toilette table.] Laudanum—'squeezethat fascinating glare from his treacherous 
this is fortunate, I shall get some sleep at last.;eyes. The handkerchief—ha! a clue—initials, 
[Drops laudanum into bottle.| Drink this. ‘his initials—A. B.—A. B. None ever had such 
[Gives water. initials. Alpha Beta—no—Buggins, Brown, Bib- 
Mrs. T. Tl! go to Saint Paul’s Cathedral in the bins, Bobbins, Aaron, Moses—no, no! there never 
morning and get a divorce. | were such initials as A. B., it’s impossible. A. B 
Twid. You shall, you shall. ‘does not exist, never did exist, never shall exist 
Mrs. T. And V’ll write to mamma—([gradually .if he does. I can’t bear this; I shall explode. 
getting indistinct]—and she shall go too. Ill tell Give me air! air! air! [Goes to window and 
the Bishop of Pall Mall that—that—I—and—and throws it open.] Ah, that’s better. Ah, Blower, 
—why—what’s this—my head is—so—heavy— | Augustus Blower, friend of my youth, companion 
heavy—I—I— (Sleeps. ‘of myhappier and greener days, reposing calmly 
Twid. She’s off—thank goodness. [Mrs. TwID- in the luxury of thy bachelorhood. No; there is 
DLE stirs—TWIDDLE sings.} ‘‘Hush-a-by baby on | a light in his room, his window is open. 
a@ tree-top.” Now, I wonder if there is such athing| Voice of A. B. Hi! Old Caterpillar, not in bed 
as @ bottle of soda water to be had. [Goes to table.| yet? 
Hallo! dash my wig, what’s here !—a cigar—she’s' TJwid. No. Areyou? 
been smoking—or have I? no—phew! how hot I: A. B. No, can’t sleep; directly I lay down the 
am. [Mops his face with handkerchief lying on floor gets up. But I say, what on earth did you 
table.|] Eh, what—[sniffs]—what’s this scent? take my coat for? 


Why, it’s on the handkerchief! Eh, it’s a man’s!, Twid. Eh! Did I ?—very sorry. I'll send it | 


Gloves—a man’s too—nines and a half at the least! round in the morning. 

Money, too—notes! What does all this mean? A.B. Ihave to be off early. Pitch it across, 
Some one in my absence has been here—it can’t old boy. 

be a woman—it must be the other thing. Thisis,; TZwid. All right, lookout. [Zhrows coat across. 
too hysterical—undone, ruined, dishonored. But| .A. B. Here’s yours, catch. [Coat ts thrown 
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Pil crush her; Ill cast her off—I’ll—[rushes to through window.) Goodnight, my Cemented Cat- ° 


Mrs. TWIDDLE]—Rachel Maria—awake, awake, ' erpillar. 


I say. Twid. Good morning. [Sneezes.] Lovely cold 
Mrs. T. Don’t, Lamby, don’t. [Halfasleep. |I’ve caught. [Replaces coat.] Well, this is a 
Twid. Madame, awake to thy doom! charming night. Oh, woman! woman! thyname 
Mrs. T. Don’t be a fool, Lamby. indeed is frailty. [Goes to table.] Money, too, 


Twid. Insult to injury. Do you recognize these'money! I’d rather bea toad and live upon the 
{dangling gloves before her nose—she twitches her , Vapors of a dungeon [sneezes] than keep a—bank 
nose as though it tickled her|—or this? Doth not , 
this revive you? [Shoving pocket handkerchief head to foot. She comes; I must dissemble. 


note. ([Sneezes.] I’m in a charming dew from | 
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FOR BETTER OR WORSE. [Scene 1, 


Lg | 


Enter Mrs. TWIDDLE. take him to the Cemented Caterpillars; and you, 
Mrs. T. Ihave done it. [Holds upletter.] You} 0ld fellow, can trot her out.” Oh, the villain ° 


Twid. Oh, ofcourse, madame, of course. Shield' Smash him—T'll crush him. {Rushes to window 
yourself under a show of assurance—cloak your | 4”d opens it —calls.] Blower—false and bloated 
infamy— Blower!—he won't hear me. 

Mrs. T. 1s it for Louise you amoke cigars like! <A. B. [calls.] Hi, Twiddles—old chap! 
scaffold poles? Is it tor Louise you wear white, wid. poet Tis he! 
kids and scent? Is it for Louise—you—you— A. B. Look here—I say—you have taken some- 

Twid. Hold, madame, thisis unworthy of you, | thing out of the pocket. 
to palm these vanities on me. Twid. You have taken something of mine, 

[Holding out gloves, éc. traitor. 
Mrs. T. So you have got them again, sir. Wear| <4. B. What’s that? 


them next your—your waistcoat. Twid. My happiness! 
Twid. No, madame, they are hot coals. Keop|  Jfrs. 7. Never mind your happiness—ask for 
them, they are yours. the umbrella. 
Mrs. T. What, all this money ? Tuid. Sir, restore to me my happiness—restore 
Twid. Take it—take it—keep it if you can;|™y umbrella. 
may you be happy. A. B. Your what? 


Mrs. T. So, you think to bribe me, eh! Never.| Mrs. J. My umbrella, you wretch! 
I soar above such meanness—such weakness and| 4-B. Eh—umbrella, ah—look out. [Umbrella 
depravity. (Pockets money.] No, I will never|comes through window.) Now send the pocket- 
cease to reproach and punish you. Go,gotoyour, book over, ; 
Cemented Caterpillars; drink, gamble and swear. wid. I will with a vengeance —give me the 
Go to your Louise and your Blower. Flaunt your- , D0tes—I have some halfpence—look out. [Throws 
self at the theatres. I will suit my pleasure. I 7alfpence wrapped up in notes over—smash of 
will go to my milliners, my jewelers, and my per- | 9/ass. 
fumers; will be seen at the Opera, at the Zoo,| 4. B. You’ve broken the window. 


and at the Park. Canyou reproach me, sir? No,| wéd. Glad of it—two. [Throws. 
you are dumb. A. B. You've smashed a vase. 
Twid. I—I drink and gamble! Twid. Delightful! Three [throws] the pocket- 
_ Mrs. T. Gamble ? yes—else how this money, | book. 
these luxuries rolling from your coat like fruit} 4- B. It’s fallen in the street. 
from the horn of Ceres. Twid. I'm rejoiced—and I’m revenged. [Flour- 
Twid. Ha! ba! 1 think I understand—from | ?shes umbrella, Mrs. TWIDDLES shuts window. 
my coat? Mrs. T. You see, sir, to what your conduct ex- 
Mrs. T. From yours. poses me. 
Twid. Ha! ha! this is capital—this is good.| 7wid. Yes, and to what it ex—po—poses me. 
That was not my coat. Vayda ise But you will forgive me? 
Mrs. T. Mr. Twiddles, dare you tell me sucha! frs. T. Not yet—[holding out hand]—I want 
falsehood ? something else. 
| Twid. It’sa positive fact. You see, coming out| wid. [holding out latch-key.] This? 
of the club, Blower and I changed coats. Mrs. T. Yes! 


Mrs..T. Oh, of course; very likely that. Do| id. On one condition. 
you mean to tell me, Mr. Twiddles, that isnot, 4/rs. T. Name it. 


your coat. Twid. You don’t write to my mother-in-law. 
Twid. That one is certainly mine. Mrs. T. (giving letter a Read. 
Mrs. T. Certainly it is. Twid. [opens letter.) Blank paper! 
| Twid. Well, I own it. I don’t want telling'_ Mrs. 7. You don’t think I could harm poor old 
| what I know already. Listen, and Pll explain. :\ Lambkin. — [ Zaps his cheeks. 
| Coming out of the club, the waiter assisted me on wid. Didums, dear? It'll never [sneezes] do 
| with Blower’s coat, and Blower had mine on. so again. [Knock heard.] Come in. 
Mrs. T. Indeed! how natural! 
Twid. Yes, wasn’t it! ha! ha! deuced comical. | Enter SERVANT with breakjust. 


And just now I threw his across the street; he! Eh! breakfast, and no sleep. 


threw mine in return. Mrs. T. Your own fault. 
Mrs. T. Beautiful! And you think I believe! Zid. It is. [Places a chair for her at table. ] 
you? No, I shall stick to the bank notes. | There must be some black clouds in domestic life. 


Twid. But they are Blower’s, I tell you—so are , “rs. ZT. Or we should not appreciate the sun- 


the gloves and the pocket-book. Let me see if Shine. ; 
there is not some name or clue—bere isa letter::. Zid. Forget all in remembrance only that we 


‘Dear Blower, get old Twiddles out of the way; 24ve taken each other for Better or Worse. 
his little woman must be heartily tired of him;| THE END. 


COSTUMES —MODERN. 
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shall be published, sir, far and wide. Old Twiddles,” too! Let me get at him, Ill » 
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